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INTRODUCTION 

BY 
HERMAN  GEORGE  SCHEFFAUER 


his  is  the  hook  of  a  man.  It  is  the  hook  of 
an  American^  a  German=American.  From 
^  its  pages  cries  the  voice  of  an  upright  con' 
science,  steeped  in  American  principles  and 
deepened  by  German  idealism  and  a  stark  conception 
of  duty  and  justice.  This  book  is  a  conviction  and  a 
faith.    It  is  something  more  than  these— a  deed. 

"Pillory  and  Witnessfbox"  is  not  the  work  of  a 
trained  writer,  but  of  a  merchant,  suddenly,  poignantly 
conscious  of  a  duty  and  a  mission.  Before  the  war 
struck  and  quickened  him  with  rude  hand,  Ferdinand 
Hansen  had  made  no  use  of  the  pen  as  a  weapon  or 
a  tool  for  shaping  his  thoughts  and  feelings.  Until 
then  the  loose,  abrupt,  half  humorous  vernacular  of 
the  American  business^  and  clubman  had  sufficed 
him— that  standardized  speech  sufficient  unto  a  land 
in  which  subtleties  of  thought  and  expression  are 
swept  aside  by  the  rapids  and  tornadoes  of  life  and 
trade  or  stamped  to  uninspiring  monotony  under  the 
rollers  of  the  press. 

Up  to  his  sixteenth  year,  his  own  rich  and  deep 
German  tongue  had  served  him  for  all  purposes.  Then 
came  his  immersion   in  American  life  and  the  inevit* 
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able  combat  of  two  tongues,  two  modes  of  life,  two 
surveys  of  the  world.  And  there  came  upon  him,  no 
doubt,  also  that  inner  battle  between  the  inborn  and 
the  acquired  to  which  the  German  nature  at  home 
and  abroad  seems  to  be  doomed— that  strange,  self* 
questioning,  objective  and  subjective  dualism  which  the 
Anglo-Saxon  cannot  understand. 

But  he  who  thinks  and  feels  aright,  will  also  express 
himself  aright  It  is  an  elemental  law  that  the  word 
must  bow  to  the  spirit,  and  be  shaped  by  it,  even  the 
stubborn  word  of  an  adopted  tongue.  When  a  thought 
lives  and  demands  a  voice,  when  a  deep  and  true 
emotion  soars  like  a  fountain  from  theheart—then  chains 
crumble  and  barriers  fall.  Then  the  right  word,  the  right 
form,  whispered  into  the  ear  or  moulded  in  the  mouth 
by  subconscious  forces,  leaps  from  pen  or  lip.  In  this 
wise,  when  mastered  by  exaltation,  most  men  regain 
a  fragment  of  their  lost  racial  heritage  and  a  spark 
of  the  fire  that  was  indwelling  in  all  men  when  all 
men  were  poets.  The  message  of  the  heart  pours  out 
as  from  a  crucible— plastic  and  redfglowing— molten 
metal  of  indignation,  grief  or  passion.  Of  such  metal 
bells  are  cast— and  from  such  bells  tocsins  are  sounded. 

I  have  seen  the  original  drafts  of  these  papers— 
often  disconnected  notes  or  paragraphs  flung  upon 
paper  or  dictated  in  the  heat  or  impulse  of  the  moment. 
I  have  not  always  agreed  with  what  was  said,  nor 
with  the  manner  of  the  saying— on  some  points  I 
differ  sharply  from  the  author.  Nevertheless  I  have 
helped,  gladly  helped,  to  lick  a  phrase  into  its  final 
shape,  to  free  a  passage  rich  in  spontaneity  from 
unnecessary  slag,  or  to  reinforce,  here  and  there,  the 
thought  of  my  friend  with  a  thought  of  my  own. 
I  have  not  sought  to  weed  out  crudities  for  the  sake 
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of  surface  polish.    I  did  not  wish  to  geld  a  splendid 
bluntness  with  "literary"  evasions  or  euphemisms. 

This  is  the  book  of  a  man,  because  it  is  an  honest 
and  fearless  book— with  a  direct  and  manly  motive. 
It  gives  the  lie  to  the  liar,  and  the  blow  for  the  lie. 
It  addresses  itself  to  the  culprit,  flings  the  charge  in 
his  teeth  and  calls  the  people  to  witness.  There  is 
fire  in  it  and  light,  and  smoke  enough,  no  doubt^ 
elemental  anger  and  red  blood,  the  sweat  of  agony 
and  the  torment  of  a  strong  and  outraged  nature. 
The  tears  of  a  nation  are  in  it.  There  are  accusations 
grim  and  black  and  deadly— and  despair  and  ruin— 
and  beyond  them  an  ever=reviving  hope. 

Out  of  these  pages  there  rolls  a  voice  which  will 
speak  for  millions  who  today  are  still  dumb— cowed 
by  a  brutal  terrorism  of  word  and  act,  or  incoherent 
because  they  have  not  learned  to  speak  with  one 
united  voice.  In  the  sufferings  of  this  American  of 
German  birth,  the  whole  body  of  Americans  of  German 
blood  and  birth— that  large,  valuable  and  vital  element 
in  our  composite  population— may  behold  their  own 
sufferings.  Let  them  learn  and  bequeath  to  generation 
after  generation,  the  bitter  lesson  the  war  has  taught 
them:— that  to  surrender  their  birthright  or  their 
vouchsafed  right  in  the  politics  or  control  of  their 
native  or  adopted  land,  out  of  indifference  or  out  of 
capitulation  to  an  Anglo-Saxon  caste  or  stratum  in  a 
land  that  is  not  Anglo»Saxon,  is  to  surrender  somea 
thing  beyond  all  price  and  to  be  exposed  naked  to 
all  kinds  of  wrong-. 

Here  was  at  least  one  American  who  would  not 
endure  such  wrong,  because  he  was  at  heart  a  better 
American  than  they  who  challenged  the  loyalty  of 
such   as   he— after   laying  the  axe  at  the  very  roots 
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of  loyalty.  Moving  is  the  tenacity  with  which  this 
stalwart  GevmanfAmedcan  clings  to  current  illusidns 
as  well  as  to  ancient  American  tests  and  faiths— the 
maxims  of  the  Fathers  and  the  Founders— to  which 
the  recaptured  colonial  still  does  lip-service,  but  which 
in  his  heart  he  has  broken  and  defiled. 

Fearless  books— books  that  fight— are  rare  in  our 
day.  They  are  rarest  in  our  land.  In  America  moral 
cowardice  gnaws  at  the  spinal  nerve  of  the  nation— as 
if  to  lower  and  annul  even  the  animal  courage  of  the 
American  to  a  mere  reflex  action  of  unbridled  in» 
stinct.  This  primitive  strain  in  the  American  is  still 
so  strong,  that  our  masses  will  always  respond  to  the 
crudest  emotional  stimuli.  Every  demagogue  and  im* 
poster  knows  the  formula  for  these  stimuli— the  ready 
spells  whereby  he  may  work  upon  the  simple  soul 
of  these  masses,  rich  or  poor,  educated  or  illiterate. 
So  easy  is  the  trick  and  its  success  so  sure,  that  to 
gull,  betray  or  stampede  the  public  has  become  a 
system— almost  a  science. 

Americans  of  wider  vision  and  firmer  mental 
fundaments  who  are  able  to  trace  cause  from  circum= 
stance  and  efiect  from  cause,  now  realize  that  their 
country  has  been  betrayed.  Their  anger  is  at  the 
same  time  a  pathetic  revelation  of  strange  inhibition, 
incapacity  and  blindness.  Shaken  into  a  new  con^ 
sciousness  and  confounded  by  new  values  of  life  and 
thought  through  close  and  violent  contact  with  the 
dynamic  currents  of  intellectual  Europe,  however 
dammed  or  diverted  by  the  war,  the  American  people 
have  been  jarred  out  of  thdr  smug  lethargy  of  self* 
deception,  self^^satisfaction  and  self  conceit.  They  have 
suddenly  come  of  age  among  the  nations  without 
having   had  time   to    become  adult.     Their  captains, 
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their  charts  and  their  compasses  have  lied  to  them. 
They  are  beginning  to  ask  themselves  questions— 
"Where  lies  the  fault?"  "Who  is  to  blame?"  They 
have  not  far  to  seek  for  the  answers.  They  will 
find  them  in  themselves. 

Let  them  beware  of  the  new  prophets  as  of  the  old 
— of  the  men  who  still  delude  them  with  the  doctrine 
of  their  own  infallibility— with  the  fatal  heresy  of  the 
mob,  even  more  fatal  than  that  of  monarchs,  that  the 
people  can  do  no  wrong.  The  people— our  people— have 
done  monstrous  wrong  and  their  responsibility  is  the 
greater  since  they  themselves  boasted  that  they  were 
ruled  by  none  but  themselves.  And  if  they  were 
unable  to  see  how  grossly  they  were  being  misruled, 
what  becomes  of  their  right  to  self=rule—what  of 
their  capacity  for  it?  This  right  has  indeed  been 
forfeited,  and  all  power  has  inevitably  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  those  who  were  able  to  usurp  it.  If  England 
was  able  to  re=conquer  her  American  colony,  it  was 
because  the  American  mind  upon  which  she  worked 
had  not  ceased  to  be  colonial,  or  that  it  had  ceased 
to  be  fit  to  be  free. 

Let  there  be  light  and  much  light  upon  these  things  1 
Perish  our  cowardly  hatred  of  criticism  from  without 
or  from  within!  Parochial  pride,  provincial  self* 
fetichism,  morbid  patriotism— into  the  deepest  pit  with 
them!  Not  he  who  flatters  the  people,  but  he  who 
bares  their  ulcers  to  the  sun  must  be  accounted  their 
friend.  Let  the  surgeons  who  come  with  healing 
ray  or  salutary  blade— the  men  with  the  broad  light 
of  the  world  in  their  eyes,  who  see  shams  and  do 
not  fear  to  tear  them  to  shreds^  who  see  idols  and 
do  not  fear  to  shatter  them,  however  densely  draped 
with    the   rags    of  national   vanity,    be  welcomed   as 


guides  and  as  saviours.  Let  the  American  cease  to 
be  silly.  Let  him  beware  of  a  shallow  cynicism  to 
hide  this  silliness. 

The  phrases  and  sentiments,  the  fallacies  and 
platitudes,  with  which  the  American  people  had  been 
spellbound  for  many  decades,  were  outlawed  and 
outlived  long  ago— though  they  knew  it  not— by  life 
and  reality.  But  the  American  insisted  on  clinging 
to  his  musty  anodynes  in  dogma,  in  education,  in 
politics,  in  his  bloodless,  parasitic  art  and  literature 
with  the  tenacity  of  a  drugged  victim  to  his  drug. 
In  his  mental  laziness  and  flaccidity,  he  welcomed 
these  deadly  things  as  easy  substitutes  for  clear,  in* 
dependent  and  honest  thinking. 

Few  peoples  were  ever  so  steeped  and  dyed  in 
self  delusions  as  our  own,  We  are  a  people  mongrel 
in  blood  and  soul,  who  have  never  seen  our  own 
face,  who  have  worshipped  ourselves  not  even  in 
reflection  but  only  in  effigy.  This  effigy,  almost 
elevated  to  the  status  of  an  idol,  had  little  in  common 
with  the  national  symbol,  the  lean  Yankee,  half  settler, 
half  harlequin,  in  striped  trousers  and  starry  coat, 
whom  apish  caricaturists  portray  as  meanly  cunning 
in  peace  and  sternly  heroic  in  war.  The  American 
could  not  realize  that  his  claim  to  greatness  could 
not  be  based  upon  the  size  or  wealth  of  his  continent, 
but  only  upon  the  measure  of  his  ability  to  produce 
great  men,  great  thoughts  or  great  achievements. 

So  deep  was  this  self  delusion  that  when  an  ordi* 
nary,  selfunderstood  truth  was  suddenly  fished  out 
of  the  common  experience  of  the  race,  and  repeated 
sufficiently  long  and  loudly,  like  some  banality  of 
Roosevelt's,  it  took  on  the  aspect  of  a  great  revelation. 
And   these    banalities   were   glorified  into  world  dis* 
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pensations  and  panaceas— just  as  the  cyclopean  mem* 
orial  planned  to  immortalize  this  Mighty  Mouth  will 
lift  its  head  and  mock  at  the  judgment  of  America  a 
decade  hence. 

So  thorough  has  always  been  the  passive  opposition 
to  truth  that  the  entire  national  soul  stagnated  in  a 
kind  of  twilight  oblivion  to  inner  and  outer  Reality, 
however  fiercely  awake  to  the  Instant  and  the  Actual. 
The  incessant  surface  movement  of  American  life  was 
mistaken  for  that  higher  Action  which  is  coupled  with 
Direction  and  springs  from  a  distinct  goal,  a  plan  or 
purpose.  America  had  no  star  to  follow  and  no  voice 
to  lead  her.  Niagara  swept  on  like  a  mindless 
machine.  There  was  not  ev4n  an  ideal  of  democracy 
with  enough  life  to  mould  and  master  the  nation's 
heart— as  the  message  of  Walt  Whitman  might  once 
have  done.  Thus  the  pygmies  came,  cunning  and 
unscrupulous,  and  put  out  the  eye  ofPolypheme  with 
a  charred  stake,  bound  him  with  green  withes  and 
delivered  him  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies. 

The  incorruptible  satirist,  the  conscience  of  his 
country,  without  whose  salts  and  acids  the  intellectual 
and  moral  coinage  of  the  people  is  left  to  be  debased 
by  every  imposter,  was  hooted  off  the  stage.  Honesty 
of  criticism  could  not  exist  in  such  airs  and  therefore, 
if  not  for  that  reason  alone,  there  was  not  even  an 
honest  art  or  a  living  literature.  Feminism,  puritanism, 
the  white  voodhooism  that  seizes  upon  minds  and 
lives  without  an  objective,  swamped  the  soil. 

The  hearts  of  the  American  people,  as  they  them* 
selves  were,  wont  to  boast,  were  in  the  right  place. 
But  of  what  use  was  this,  when  every  nimble  cheat, 
every  semiAiterate  reporter,  was  free  to  addle  their 
minds?    We  have  seen  how  easily  such  addled  minds 
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can  displace  the  soundest  heart.  Such  a  people  is 
doomed  to  fall  a  victim  to  sinister  masters.  It  will 
be  sold  into  spiritual  bondage  again  and  again,  with= 
in  the  land  and  without,  to  cunning  and  unscrupulous 
powers,  to  whom  it  is  but  clay  to  be  shaped. 

Such  has  been  the  fate  of  the  people  of  the  United 
States.  The  passionate  thing  which  men  thought  the 
flower  of  their  own  souls  and  called  loyalty,  now 
materializes  upon  their  wrists  in  the  shape  of  manacles, 
ehill  and  rusty— and  alien.  By  some  who  have  become 
conscious  of  these  manacles,  such  as  Philip  Francis, 
author  of  "The  Poison  in  America's  Cup,"  they  are 
felt  to  burn  and  corrode. 

That  mighty  compound  and  complexus  of  European 
breeds  and  stocks,  the  American  people,  who  by  one 
of  the  most  insolent  lies  ever  fashioned,  were  brought 
to  deny  their  own  blood  and  their  own  fathers,  and 
forced  into  the  confines  of  Anglo*Saxondom—the 
American  People  are  beginning  to  awake.  Maddening 
poisons  are  still  being  forced  into  brain  and  heart, 
but  even  the  most  potent  begin  to  fail.  The  black 
enginery  of  propaganda  is  still  thunderously  at  work, 
rolling  its  paper  billows  of  hatred  and  falsehood 
against  the  last  bulwarks  of  reason.  For  all  that,  the 
gigantic  wall  of  lies  is  already  riven  in  this  house  of 
bondage;— and  what  a  bondage  it  was  and  is!  It  is 
deeper  and  darker  than  Germany's,  who  fought  so 
long  and  heroically  against  monstrous  odds  to  retain 
her  liberty.  The  masters  in  our  house  surrendered  it 
without  a  blow,  nay,  with  abject  smiles.  Every  star 
in  the  nation's  firmament  shook  and  grew  dull.  The 
flame  in  Liberty's  torch  smoked  and  stank. 

But  now  there  are  lightnings  striking  across  dark 
horizons  as  though  they  were  the  angry  flashings  of 
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a  people's  eyes.  The  vault  is  spanned  and  congested 
with  thunder.  Under  the  foundations  of  the  cities 
phantoms  are  stirring— spirits  of  earthquake  and  revolt. 
In  the  halls  of  the  Capitol,  the  renegade  sons  are 
beginning  to  babble  in  the  forgotten  tongue  of  fathers 
and  prophets  long  dead.  The  brain  that  conceived 
the  betrayal  of  the  nation  and  then  aided  and 
acclaimed  the  betrayal  of  the  world,  has  been  stricken 
—if  we  can  pierce  behind  the  secrecy  that  veils  the 
retribution  of  Washington  as  it  veiled  the  conspiracy 
of  Versailles.  The  hand  that  signed  the  unforgivable 
pact  is  said  to  be  blasted.  It  is  as  though  the  horror 
and  execration  of  all  mankind  had  shaped  itself  into 
a  curse  and  the  curse  had  fallen. 

The  man  Wilson  was  in  many  ways  the  embodiment 
—perhaps  the  conscious  embodiment,  of  the  fallacies, 
the  sophistries  and  falsehoods  upon  which  America 
had  been  fed.  He  too,  the  false  guide  and  evil 
counsellor,  fed  and  fattened  it  with  flattery  up  to  its 
bent,  until,  draped  with  the  flag,  it  meekly  allowed 
itself  to  be  driven  intd  the  European  slaughter flelds. 
Nevertheless,  the  rage  and  disgust  which  have  now 
seized  upon  the  people  are,— let  there  be  no  mistake! 
—little  moral  in  their  nature.  In  their  defeated  and 
discredited  leader,  the  people  feel,  with  a  correct 
instinct,  their  own  disgrace  and  defeat.  A  vanity 
inflated  almost  to  a  disease,  now  writhes^  under  a 
burning  humiliation. 

They  had  acclaimed  this  man  as  the  Saviour  of 
the  World  and  armed  him  with  demi^godlike  power, 
irresistible  and  indomitable.  In  him,  though  all  his 
dishonesty  and  capitulation  to  wrong  and  error  stood 
glaringly  forth  from  the  beginning,  they  had  estab* 
lished  their  faith.     He  was   their   masterfbrain,   their 
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trained  gladiator  for  the  right,  their  missioner  of  a 
new  wdrld=dispensation,  their  prophet  of  an  illusionary 
democracy.  He  was  to  teach  a  bankrupt,  suicidal 
Europe  all  the  potent  wisdom  America  had  acquired 
in  a  hundred  years.  But  at  touch  of  the  reality  of 
Europe  in  the  momentous  hour  when  'the  ferocious 
debate  was  waged  between  Greed,  Cruelty,  Hatred, 
Rapine  and  Death,  this  Illusionary  degraded  himself 
to  a  mere  conspirator,  the  despised  puppet  of  trained 
Old  World  intelligences,  brains  untouched  by  the 
moon.  Confronted  by  these  savage  but  unclouded 
minds,  these  adamantine  wills  and  hearts  of  flint,  the 
long'drawn  rubber  jaw,  the  mouth  that  oozed  unguents 
of  slippery  eloquence  and  the  self  intoxicated  souh 
became  as  putty  to  be  moulded. 

The  glittering  structure  of  the  Fourteen  Points  floated 
across  the  Atlantic  upon  a  stolen  German  ship,  burning 
with  unendurable  light  in  the  incandescent  focus  of 
the  world's  gaze.  Fervently  was  it  hailed  in  its  sun^^ 
like  course  by  unhappy  mankind,  afflicted  with  a 
thousand  wounds  and  oppressions,  as  the  ark  of  a 
new  Covenant.  Amidst  Caesarian  pomp  and  ovat= 
ions,  this  Catiline  bore  his  Mystery  into  the  Star 
Chamber,  which  through  him  was  to  be  converted 
into  a  torture=chamber.  The  Tiger  bared  his  fangs, 
Taffy  the  Welshman  laughed  in  Limehouse  ribaldry, 
and  the  painted  simulacrum  of  peace  collapsed  with 
a  crash  that  caused  a  shudder  to  run  through  the 
world.  The  eyes  of  a  revolted  mankind  saw  that 
there  was  in  it  nothing  but  scorpions  and  spiders  and 
dead  mens  bones.  The  sepulchre  in  which  Mars  was 
to  be  eternally  entombed  at  command  of  a  Princeton 
professor,  was  found  to  contain  only  the  corpse  of 
peace.    The  formula  of  the  world's  freedcm  was  only 
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a  death'trap  for  the  world— the  White  House  a  whited 
sepulchre. 

Figures  throng  upon  the  imagination,  but  none  seem 
apt  enough  to  encompass  or  express  the  inconceivable. 

The  august  living  Statue  of  Justice,  "lank  and  lean 
and  long,"  overtopping  the  tallest  coneyswarrens  of 
Manhattan,  shrank  and  collapsed  and  became  as 
hideous  as  a  Papuan  doll  or  a  gnarled  Pompeian 
mummy.  The  eyes  of  the  thrice^damned  Thing  were 
blind,  its  scales  and  weights  were  false  as  loaded 
dice,  its  lawless  sword  which  had  struck  the  friend 
and  spared  the  foe,  was  as  a  lath  against  Organized 
Crime. 

Yet  even  Organized  Crime  and  subtle  Old  World 
Diplomacy  would  have  been  powerless  against  New 
World  Inexperience  fortified  by  such  invincible  moral 
and  material  power  as  stood  behind  this  man.  But 
his  inborn  hatred  of  Germany,  his  panic  fear  of 
uttering  a  word  in  her  defence,  dug  the  yawning  pit 
into  which  his  masters  cast  all  his  points  and  prin* 
ciples  one  by  one,  all  the  lumber  and  rubbish  of  his 
phrases  and  at  last  himself  and  his  people.  The  false 
morality  and  mentality  which  had  been  foisted  upon 
us— of  this  the  world  had  eaten  and  grown  sick  like 
ourselves. 

The  great  problem  in  the  mathematics  of  world 
morality  had  been  degraded  into  a  thimble=rigger  s 
trick.  Or,  to  change  the  figure,  the  subtle  chemical 
ingredients  of  civilization— the  soul,  the  spirit,  the 
thoughts  and  passions  of  the  peoples  had  been  mixed 
into  an  infernal  compound  by  this  sinister  charlatan, 
so  that  mordant  poisons  resulted— explosions— insidious 
gases— charging  the  air  with  future  wars.  And  now 
the  Patriotism  and  World  Redemption  of  1917  sink 
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and  gibber  into  the  pathology  of  1919.  Two  years 
in  which  the  world  was  to  be  made  safe  for  Demo= 
cracyl  The  world  has  indeed  been  made  safe  from 
many  a  sham  democracy  now  cowering  in  the  dungeons 
of  Imperialism. 

The  American  People  have  just  risen  from  a  kind 
of  Banquo*s  feast.  The  cries  of  their  crazed  Macbeth, 
exposed  and  driven  into  a  corner,  are  ringing  through 
the  land.  Light,  livid  and  implacable,  is  breaking 
upon  the  feast,  creeping  over  the  beakers  of  blood, 
the  corpses  of  infants  on  the  trenchers,  the  Armed 
Head  of  Militarism,  and  the  scattered  gold  with  the 
mildew  of  death  upon  it.  To  awakening  eyes  this 
banquet  hall  looks  very  like  the  Hall  of  Pandemonium. 
Its  pitchy  fires  are  dying  down,  the  satanic  chorus 
has  grown  almost  silent  with  hoarseness,  and  the 
whole  evil  plot  is  stripped  to  its  very  bones.  The 
face  and  form  of  the  villainous  Peace  have  swollen 
so  monstrously  that  not  even  the  ample  paper  masks 
and  skirts  of  the  strumpetted  Press  can  hide  them 
any  longer. 

These  things  the  American  people  now  see,  or  at 
least  feel,  and  they  shall  see  and  feel  more  of  them 
and  ever  more  clearly.  But  with  that  strange  ins 
capacity  for  deducing  motives  from  actions  and  causes 
from  consequences,  of  acting  as  right,  reason  and 
logic  dictate  when  truth  is  at  last  revealed— no  voice 
has  as  yet  been  raised  to  call  for  the  doing  of  the 
just,  the  generous,  the  inevitable  thing. 

There  are  voices,  and  they  are  growing  louder  and 
more  numerous,  which  denounce  the  hangman's  peace. 
But  as  though  the  manhood  of  the  land  lay  dead 
amidst  the  ruins  of  the  old  Republic,  no  voice  soars 
above  the  million-headed  levels  on  behalf  of  a  people 
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betrayed,  tortured  and  crucified.  Few  are  the  proa 
tests  made  because  sacred  national  pledges  are  unfuU 
filled  and  national  honour  unredeemed.  Courage  fails 
in  face  of  iron  obsessions.  No  hand  is  stretched  out 
to  take  up  the  inescapable  imperative  of  duty.  A 
clamour  is  raised  over  Shantung,  and  rightly  raised, 
but  no  man  dare  breathe  a  word  in  defence  of 
Germany. 

Ideals  have  become  mere  deals.  Senator  Gilbert 
M.Hitchcock,  that  familiar  compound  of  rugged  Roman, 
old" school  tragedian  and  smoothfaced  school-boy 
which  makes  up  the  externals  of  senatorial  dignity 
among  us,  invokes  the  people  to  ratify  the  Tiger's 
Peace  that  is  not  even  a  truce.  And  what  are  his 
arguments?  The  peace  of  the  world?  The  League 
of  Nations?  American  chivalry,  idealism,  humanity? 
Democracy  ?    Freedom  ? 

None  of  these  puerilities.  The  noble  Hitchcock, 
dropping  the  austere  mask,  and  stepping  forth  shame' 
lessly  with  all  the  warped  sophistry  of  that  petti* 
fogger's  morality  with  which  we  are  cursed,  tells  us 
that  if  we  do  not  ratify  the  treaty— then  we,  the 
richest  people  in  the  world,  will  lose  the  800  million 
dollars,  the  ships,  the  patents  and  other  fine  things 
which,  in  base  emulation  of  Britain,  we  stole  from 
the  poorest  people  in  the  world!  Since  when  has  the 
argument  of  a  pirate  been  deemed  a  final  and  cont 
vincin^  one  with  the  American  People  in  an  issue 
such  as  this?  In  looks  a  Brutus— in  argument  an 
Autolycus. 

In  our  papers  attempts  are  made  to  excite  the  patri* 
otism  of  American  youth  with  language  almost  as 
muddy  as  that  whispered  into  the  ears  of  the  tourist 
by  the  bawdy  guides  in  the  Place  de  V Opera.    "The 
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the  victory  of  American  civilization,  lifts  itself  like  a 
bloated  moon  triumphantly  over  the  sluggish  currencies 
of  friend  and  foe.  But  in  the  moral  markets  of  the 
world,  America  stands  a  beggar  and  a  bankrupt. 

America  has  still  her  ultimate  victory  to  win— it  is 
the  victory  over  herself  The  first  step  to  this 
victory  is  called  reparation  to  the  people  she  has 
wronged— the  people  whom,  claiming  to  befriend  and 
to  free,  she  permitted  her  tyrant  to  attack,  td  lure 
into  a  deathttrap  and  then  to  cast  to  the  lions  and 
the  jackals.  The  path  that  America  must  tread  is 
clear.  It  is  the  path  leading  back  over  the  ruins 
of  German*American  friendship  to  the  salvage  oj 
her  own  freedom  and  self  respect.  This  path  is  called 
"Justice  to  Germany."  Only  by  treading  it  can 
America  do  justice  to  herself. 

This  book  too  is  inspired  by  the  will  to  justice, 
though  in  another  sense.  The  pillory  which  Ferdinand 
Hansen  has  erected  out  ofrough=hewn  timber  holds  up 
to  obloquy  some  of  the  men  responsible  for  the  betrayal 
of  America  to  Britain.  With  clear  and  searching 
eye  and  something  of  the  intuition  of  the  fanatic  for 
Truth,  he  has  seen  that  they  are  in  the  end  responsible 
for  the  deep,  far*stretching  zones  of  sorrow,  death, 
hunger,  disease  and  chaos  that  traverse  all  Europe— for 
the  undying  agony  in  millions  of  hearts  and  the 
despair  and  madness  in  millions  of  brains. 

He  has  stripped  them  naked  before  the  eyes  of 
their  fellowfiAmericans.  They  are  mostly  men  prom* 
inent  without  eminence,  men  perhaps  even  petty  in 
themselves,  in  character,  mind  and  attainments.  Yet 
some  of  them  by  their  abuse  of  the  power  and  the 
resources  at  their  command,  have  attained  the  rank 
of  gigantic    male/actors— scourges    of  mankind.     As 
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such  they  are  disclosed  in  this  indictment,  and  as 
such  the  historical  arraignment  will  reveal  them.  Upon 
them  rests  a  guilt  as  great  as  upon  the  conspirators 
in  foreign  cabinets  who  plotted  to  overthrow  the  real 
Balance  of  Power  in  Europe,  because  Germany,  by 
geographical  situation,  natural  growth  and  superb 
vital  qualities,  held  the  counterpoise  upon  the  Contim 
ent.  These  men  were  the  vandals,  gamesters  and 
incendiaries  in  the  American  tabernacle.  That  which 
they  overthrew  was  not  only  the  wise  and  sanctified 
tradition  of  their  land,  but  the  Balance  of  Power  of 
the  World— of  the  Hemispheres.  By  lashing  America, 
the  last  great  balance»wheel,  down  the  tracks  which 
they  had  beslimed  with  blood  and  falsehood,  into  the 
red  pool,  they  forced  the  machine  of •  civilization  to 
pound  and  race  itself  to  pieces.  And  yet— but  for 
the  criminal  weakness  and  dishonesty  of  one  man, 
the  evil  will  of  these  men  would  have  remained 
impotent. 

Mr.  Hansen  also  addresses  himself  to  one  or  two 
leaders  in  whom  he  recognizes  the  higher  American 
qualities,  and  in  whom  he  still  has  faith.  Some  of 
his  candidates  for  the  stocks  are,  on  the  other  hand, 
small  fry,  insignificant  creatures.  They  are  thin, 
blurred  shadows  against  the  woeful  background  of 
war,— crawling  like  blowflies  bereft  of  wings  across 
its  prodigious  canvas.  Their  punishment  seems  scarcer 
ly  worth  the  present  mad  price  of  printer's  ink  and 
paper.  But  it  is  possible  that  the  author  may  have 
arraigned   them    more    as  types    than  as  individuals. 

One  accusing  note  rings  out  again  and  again  in  this 
defiant  book— arising  out  of  the  fierce  abhorrence  its 
author  feels  for  the  criminal,  defamatory  press.  He 
has  clearly  seen  that  it  is  the  bane  of  modern  civiU 
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ization—the  leprosy4aden  harlot  which  the  people  hug 
unto  their  bosoms  and  welcome  into  their  homes. 

The  chief  purpose  to  which  this  pillory  was  to  be 
devoted  was  Vengeance  upon  the  wreckers  of  American 
ideals.  For  them  it  was  meant  to  forestall  Nemesis— too 
tardy,  too  uncertain  in  her  visitations.  But  it  is  also  a 
Vindication  of  American  ideals,  for  whose  upholding, 
by  one  of  the  cruel  anomalies  of  the  war,  it  was 
precisely  the  German  =  Americans  who  fought 
most  ardently  and  devotedly. 

Many  who  read  these  blunt,  bitter  and  often  relent- 
less words— above  all,  those  sensitive  souls  who,  during 
the  war,  gave  themselves  up  to  orgasms  of  hatred  and 
persecution  of  helpless  and  innocent  men,  will  declare 
this  to  be  a  book  of  hatred.  That  charge  need  ruffle 
no  hair  upon  its  author's  head.  His  German  blood 
does  not  dispose  him  to  hatred,  since  hatred  is  seldom 
an  ingredient  of  German  blood.  Yet  he  hates  as  an 
American  the  wrongs  which  he  perceives  as  a  German 
Hatred  such  as  this  is  cleansing  as  flame— for  it  is 
directed  against  men,  things  and  actions  that  are  evil, 
execrable— hateful.  Quite  properly  it  seeks  out  net 
the  Crime,  but  the  Criminal.  It  does  not  lash  the 
Wrong,  but  the  Wrongdoer.  It  does  not  set  idle, 
invulnerable  abstractions  in  the  pillory,  but  culprits  of 
flesh  and  blood  —  with  blood  upon  their  hands.  No 
arrows  are  shot  into  the  blue,  no  men  of  straw  are 
beaten— the  bolt  and  the  cudgel  both  seek  and  find 
their  billets.  When  the  essence  of  sound  satire  is 
understood  by  our  people,  this  canon  of  moral  cens* 
or  ship  will  also  be  understood. 

I  do  not  believe  that  Ferdinand  Hansen  has  any 
illusions  as  to  the  effect  of  his  book.  He  knows  that 
it  will  fall  into  the  midst  of  the  multitude  as  a  stone 
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flung  into  a  shoreless  sea.  A  splash,  a  few  ripples, 
ever  widening,  and  then  stillness.  But  that  stone  will 
first  have  bruised  the  brow  of  Goliath.  The  ripples  will 
carry  invisibly  on,— and  the  stone  stir  up  the  hidden 
bottom. 

Because  the  book  appears  in  Germany,  an  easy  and 
instant  accusation  will  be  delivered  into  the  hands  of 
its  enemies.  True  to  their  unvarying  tactics,  they  will 
seek  to  make  it  futile  by  making  its  author  suspect. 
They  who  smothered  the  world  with  a  black  plague 
of  Allied  propaganda  will  denounce  it  as  German 
propaganda— its  author  as  a  German  agent.  These  ex= 
perts  in  German  propaganda— were  their  judgment 
as  keen  as  their  rancour— would  see,  after  they  had 
read  a  paragraph,  that  the  spirit,  language  and  point 
of  view  of  "Pillory  and  Witness=box,"  are  not  German, 
but  American. 

Like  many  another  true  and  fearless  document  of 
indictment,  conviction  or  confession,  this  book  was 
born  in  that  invisible  land  that  lies  beyond  all 
frontiers.  It  is  a  land  in  which  the  truth'tellers  of 
the  bloodfbolted  nations  were  forced  to  take  refuge 
during  the  hurricane.  It  may  be  called  the  Extra- 
territoriality of  the  Mind— the  Supramationalism  of  the 
Spirit.  Out  of  the  treasures  which  have  been  saU 
vaged  by  these  men  from  the  wreck,  must  be  built 
the  nation,  the  light  of  the  future,  the  spiritual 
empire  whose  sublime  despot  is  Truth,  whose  goal  is 
Man. 

Berlin,  December  1919.  ^ 
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FOREWORD 

BY 
FERDINAND  HANSEN 

lellow-Americans  and  other  friends  of  mine 
who  knew  of  the  private  court  of  indictment, 
judgment  and  execution  which  I  have  been 
holding,  have  of  late  expressed  a  growing 
curiosity  as  to  when  this  literary-poHtical  "Pillory"  of 
mine  was  to  appear.  I  had  intended  this  to  be  the 
first  of  my  series  of  war  books,  though  it  has  been 
anticipated  by  my  "Open  Letter  to  an  English  Officer," 
published  in  1919. 

Since  my  arrival  in  Germany  from  America  during 
the  Christmas  of  1915,  I  have  written  so  much  that 
I  am  almost  fearful  of  digging  into  this  great  pile  of 
hand-written  and  type-written  paper. 

All  that  I  was  and  am,  all  that  I  felt  and  did,  is 
contained  and  explained  in  this  heap  of  notes,  opinions 
and  records  often  hurriedly  and  impulsively  jotted 
down.  Some  time  ago  I  remarked  to  a  friend  that 
the  only  thing  which  would  in  some  way  recompense 
me  for  my  sufferings  during  the  war — slight,  perhaps, 
in  comparison  with  those  which  millions  of  other  human 
beings  endured — would  be  the  thought  that  the  record 
of  the  mental  agony  I  underwent,  as  well  as  my 
observations  and  experiences,  would  serve  some  useful 
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Duringf  this  war  it  became  clear  that  thousands  of 
American  royalists  had  remained  hidden  like  an  ulcer 
in  the  heart  of  the  Republic,  men  who  had  never 
sworn  allegiance  to  the  United  States.  These  men 
secretly  cursed  every  Fourth  of  July  since  1776,  exactly 
as  the  German  monarchists  today  curse  the  Ninth  of 
November.  The  war  has  proved  that  a  large  part  of 
the  Anglo-American  element,  even  whilst  masquerading 
under  the  proud  device  of  "Sons  and  Daughters  of  the 
Revolution,"  have  really  remained  "colonials"  at  heart  — 
British  and  not  American— royalist,  not  republican. 

As  for  the  cruel  and  cowardly  persecution  of  that 
element  of  our  population  which  had  always  proved  itself 
most  loyal,  most  law-abiding,  industrious  and  respectable 
— that  element  which  may  be  said  to  have  contributed 
untold  strength,  prosperity  and  solid  civic  virtue  to 
our  national  body,  the  German-Americans— this  will 
forever  form  one  of  the  blackest  pages  in  American 
history.  If  Justice  might  prevail,  the  men  responsible 
for  this  infamy,  would  (to  quote  the  bullying  words 
of  their  own  leader,  the  evil  genius  of  the  United 
States,  towards  a  people  whom  he  knew  could  not 
strike  back) — "be  held  to  strict  accountability." 

The  German-Americans  with  their  unfortunate  indiffer- 
ence to  politics  and  their  hereditary  patience,  suffered 
even  before  A^merica  entered  the  war,  almost  unend- 
urable wrongs  and  insults  at  the  hands  of  the  men  in 
power,  their  hireling  press  and  the  mob  it  incited. 
Had  they  not  protested  against  this  horrible  abuse  of 
the  most  elementary  ideas  of  justice,  had  they  not,  for 
example,  fought  and  clamoured  for  a  true  and  clean 
neutrality  instead  of  the  monstrous  travesty  of  it  offered 
by  official  partisanship,  they  would  indeed  have  been 
poor    Americans.       They     have    suffered    bitterly    for 
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permitting  the  un-American  elements  in  the  land  to 
rob  them  of  their  political  rights— rights  which  are 
theirs  to  take  and  hold  by  virtue  of  their  numbers  and 
their  part  in  founding,  preserving  and  developing  the 
Union.  Until  Americans  of  German  blood  throw  off 
their  indifference  and  see  to  it  that  their  share  in  the 
actual  government  of  the  United  States,  from  the  highest 
office  downwards,  is  in  keeping  with  their  numbers 
and  their  importance,  "representative"  government  "of, 
for  and  by,  etc.,"  will  be  merely  one  of  those  lying 
phrases  with  which  the  American  people  have  been 
drugged,  misled  and  maddened  during  the  war. 

I  wish  to  acknowledge  with  many  thanks  the  assistance 
given  me  and  the  material  furnished  me  by  American 
fellow-citizens  in  Germany.  I  also  wish  to  thank  my 
literary  friend,  Mr.  Herman  George  Scheffauer,  for 
his  kindness  in  revising  much  of  what  I  had  written 
and  putting  it  into  shape  for  publication.  He  has 
often  reclothed  and  elaborated  my  thoughts,  feelings 
and  sentiments  and  expressed  them  in  striking  form 
and  language. 

I  hope  this  book  may  be  of  help  to  those  who  come 
after  us,  those  who  shall  see  further  than  we  do,  but 
who  will  no  longer  be  in  contact  with  the  living  present. 
To  them  it  may  help  to  reveal  certain  questions  or 
personalities  of  the  World  War  from  another  angle, 
and  to  open  up  new  channels  for  investigation.  If 
this  object  be  attained  even  in  the  slightest  degree, 
then  I  shall  not  have  suffered  and  worked  in  vain 
during  the  war. 

I  hold  it  to  be  quite  in  keeping  with  the  fitness  of 
things  that  a  man  who  like  myself,  has  been  trained 
only  for  international  commerce,  should,  during  the 
greatest  crisis  of  his  life,  turn  to  international  politics. 
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WILSON^S  WAR  MESSAGE 

AN  ANALYSIS 

pS^Si^pl  first  read  Wilson's  message  in  a  German 
~~^B^^I  translation.  It  is  only  now  that  the  English 
^B^ll  *^^^  ^^^  come  into  my  hands.  As  an 
CaLAfcDiJ  American  citizen  I  should  have  preferred 
to  discuss  with  a  fellow-citizen  the  national  tragedy 
which  is  now  being  enacted  in  America.  But  for 
this  no  opportunity  was  afforded  me.  This  message 
which  provokes  war  between  my  adopted  country 
and  my  former  fatherland,  has  moved  me  to  the 
profounds  of  my  nature.  I  write  these  lines  in  order 
to  relieve  an  overburdened  heart.  I  am  convinced 
that  Wilson's  War  Message  will  be  dissected  by  the 
foremost  thinkers  in  Germany,  and  that  his  monumental 
hypocrisy,  misrespresentations  and  falsehoods  will  be 
made  clear  to  our  contemporaries  and  to  posterity. 
But  the  simplest  American  citizen  has  the  right  to 
express  his  opinion  —  this  is  even  his  duty  if  he  wishes 
to  be  a  good  citizen.  I  accordingly  avail  myself  of 
this  privilege. 

Wilson  begins  by  assuring  Congress  that  he  does 
not  wish  to  assume  a  responsibility  which  is  his  neither 
by  permission  nor  by  constitutional  right.  Does  he 
assume  that  it  was  contrary  to  permission  or  consti- 
tutional right  that  the  Kaiser  ordered  the  German  war 
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or  defense?  It  is  a  deliberate  falsehood  on  Wilson's 
part  to  declare  that  the  German  government  ordered 
the  war  without  the  previous  knowledge  or  approval 
of  the  German  people.  Can  it  be  possible  that  he 
had  been  completely  misinformed?  For  what  purpose 
did  he  keep  Mr.  James  W.  Gerard  in  Berlin  —  and 
diplomatic  representatives  in  all  parts  of  the  world? 
If  the  American  envoy  in  St.  Petersburg  was  possessed 
of  open  eyes  and  ears  and  ordinary  commonsense,  he 
must  necessarily  have  informed  Wilson  that  for  years 
Russia  has  been  provoking  a  war  with  Germany.  For 
in  Russia  there  existed  precisely  those  cliques  and 
circles  which  Wilson  declares  provoked  the  war  in 
Germany.  The  manifesto  of  the  Russian  revolutionaries 
points  them  out  and  accuses  them  of  this  crime. 

American  merchants  who  had  business  relations  with 
Russia  were  obliged  to  make  the  following  concession  to 
Russian  firms;  namely  that,  in  the  event  of  a  war  with 
Germany,  which  might  break  out  any  day,  they  would 
be  freed  from  their  obligations  to  deliver  goods.  I  took 
pains  to  convince  myself  of  this  personally  in  1911  and 
1912.  If  business  men  were  aware  of  these  things, 
one  must  assume  that  Wilson  and  the  other  American 
government  officials  were  also  aware  of  these  things. 
Wilson  has  either  been  deliberately  deceived  or  he  has 
preferred  falsehood  to  truth.  Had  the  agents  of  a 
business  house  in  the  different  countries  with  which 
their  employers  had  connections,  advised  them  so  badly 
as  to  the  state  of  the  market,  they  would  have  been 
discharged  long  ago.  Diplomacy  is  little  else  than  a 
business  and  by  no  means  deserves  the  mystery  and 
the  reverential  consideration    in  which    it    is  wrapped. 

Wilson  speaks  of  German  potentates,  but  says  no 
word    of    the   American    potentates,    such    as    Morgan, 


Dodge,  Rockefeller  and  other  monsters  of  the  trusts, 
who  stand  behind  him  and  Congress  and  pull  wires 
in  the  patriotic  hocus-pocus.  It  is  as  necessary  for 
America  to  free  itself  of  its  real  rulers,  —  they  who  suck 
and    drain    away    its    life-blood  —  as    it  is  for  Russia. 

Unutterable  fraud  characterizes  Wilson's  entire  policy 
in  the  U-boat  question.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
America  would  be  the  first  country  to  make  use  of 
any  available  weapon,  if  its  national  existence  were  at 
stake.  For  what  purpose  did  America,  England,  France 
or  other  powers  build  U-boats?  Assuredly  for  no  other 
purpose  than  to  use  them.  The  idea  of  torpedoing 
enemy  vessels  originated  in  France  and  was  directed 
against  England. 

Had  the  crews  of  German  vessels  lost  their  lives 
through  U-boats,  as  the  crews  of  American  and  other 
vessels  which  had  been  previously  warned — no  soul  in 
the  entire  press  of  the  Entente  or  of  America,  would 
have  uttered  a  word  about  murder  or  the  violation  of 
international  law. 

Wilson  says  that  he  is  "not  thinking  of  the  loss  of 
property  involved,  immense  and  serious  as  that  is," — 
he  ventures  to  say  this  after  the  stream  of  gold  has 
been  flowing  from  Europe  to  America  almost  as  power- 
fully as  the  Gulf  Stream  from  America  to  Europe. 
Whoever,  like  myself,  spent  in  America  the  first  fifteen 
months  after  the  outbreak  of  war,  needed  only  the 
evidence  of  his  eyes  and  ears,  to  realize  that  every- 
where the  secret  of  America's  neutrality  was  —  money, 
money,  money.  To  me  as  to  every  true-blue  American 
patriot  it  was  provocative  almost  to  the  verge  of 
revolution  to  see  Wilson  sacrifice  American  trade 
relations  with  Germany  and  Scandinavia,  and  permit 
England    to   carry    out    its   lawless   starvation   blockade 


against  Germany.  And  now  he  is  not  ashamed  to 
declare  that  he  is  thinking  only  of  the  wholesale 
drowning  of  non-belligerents,  "men,  women  and  child- 
ren." Do  the  people  of  the  Central  Powers  not  coivit  at 
all?  Have  they  really  been  divested  of  all  their  human 
rights  by  the  Anglo-American  press  and  its  lawless 
backers? 

Wilson  professes  that  "the  present  German  warfare 
against  commerce  is  a  warfare  against  mankind.  It  is 
a  war  against  all  nations."  Had  he  said  the  ''English" 
warfare  he  would  have  hit  the  nail  on  the  head.  Of 
the  freedom  of  the  seas,  for  which  Germany  and 
America  had  always  contended,  Wilson  does  not  say  a 
word.  Were  this  freedom  really  estabHshed,  there  would 
be  no  blockade  of  starvation  and  the  extreme  intensifi- 
cation of  the  U-boat  warfare  would  not  be  necessary. 

As  a  motive  for  his  war,  he  professes  a  "champion- 
ship of  the  rights  of  mankind" — and  maintains  silence 
as  to  the  rights  of  the  Irish,  the  Indians,  Egyptians 
and  all  the  nations  enslaved  and  oppressed  by  Britain. 

It  would,  moreover,  be  difficult  to  discover  where 
Wilson  had  shown  "moderation."  Who  does  not  recall 
his  incendiary  speeches?  He  sets  the  excited  popu- 
lace an  evil  example.  It  may  be  granted  that  his 
motive  is  not  "revenge" — since  it  is  in  reality  only 
to  rescue  the  gold  of  Morgan  and  his  fellows.  The 
principle  of  "organized  force"  is  nowhere  more  in 
vogue  than  in  America — it  is  only  the  Russia  of  a  now 
collapsed  Czarism  which  excelled  it  in  this  respect.  The 
Russians  now  glorified  into  saintship  by  Wilson  are, 
after  all,  those  who  so  terribly  maltreated  the  German 
war  and  civilian  prisoners.  I  myself  heard  of  these 
things  in  Sassnitz  in  September,  1916,  from  the  hps 
of  exchanged  prisoners  and   fugitives,  and  when  I  read 


the  memorial  entitled  "Report  of  the  Commission  of 
the  Embassy  of  the  United  States  of  America  in  Peters- 
burg as  to  the  Condition  of  the  German  War  Prisoners 
and  Civilians  in  Russia",  a  shudder  ran  through  me.  An 
American  was  irrestibly  reminded  of  the  war-prisons  of 
the  Southern  States  during  the  Civil  War — of  that 
horrible  Libby  Prison,  which  has  arisen  a  thousand 
times  larger  throughout  all  Russia.  The  same  inhuman 
treatment  which  the  prisoners  of  the  Northern  States 
suffered  at  that  time  at  the  hands  of  their  Anglo- 
American  fellow-citizens  in  the  South,  is  now  to  be 
found  in  these  official  reports.  They  date  from  Sept- 
ember 1915  to  October  1916,  and  there  has  therefore 
been  sufficient  time  for  them  to  reach  Wilson's  desk  in 
the  White  House  and  to  be  read  by  him. 

Russian  Czarism,  which  Wilson  once  found  sufficiently 
worthy  to  serve  him  in  his  battle  for  the  most  sacred 
rights  of  nations  and  humanity,  now  it  is  true,  receives 
a  kick  from  him.  The  brutality  which  proclaims  itself 
in  the  cruel  treatment  of  German  soldiers,  does  not  lie 
only  in  the  organized  system.  The  Russian  soldier, 
who  is  unable  either  to  read  or  wjte,  is  permitted  to 
maltreat  the  well-educated  German  prisoner. 

"The  most  sacred  rights  of  our  nation  and  our 
people" — America  has  long  permittetl  these  to  be 
trodden  underfoot  by  England.  Had  Wilson  declared 
that  the  first  action  of  the  British  Government,  instead  of 
the  "recent  course  of  the  Imperial  German  Government" 
had  made  war  with  the  United  States  necessary,  he  would 
once  more  have  struck  the  nail  on  the  head.  The 
worn-out  lie  that  the  war  was  not  being  waged  against 
the  German  people,  has  a  familiar  ring  to  the  German- 
American.  He  is  now  being  fed  with  taffy  in  order 
that  he  may  permit  himself  to  be  fettered  to  the  chariot 


of  the  war-mongers  and  not  show  his  teeth,  like  the 
Irish  terrier.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  Germans  in 
America  will  not  allow  themselves  to  be  deceived  by 
canting,  specious  phrases — and  that  they  will  remember 
the  words  of  the  man  Gerard  and  his  attempt  to  terr- 
orize them  with  the  threat  of  the  500,000  lamp-posts! 

And  then  the  Wilsonian  drivel  about  "our  hope  for 
the  future  peace  of  the  world"  which  has,  according  to 
him,  been  reinforced  by  "the  wonderful,  heartening 
things  that  have  been  happening  in  Russia!"  Hopes, 
indeed! — hopes  of  providing  an  illimitable  field  for 
Anglo-American  profiteering  and  lust  of  gold!  Soon 
Russia  will  be  as  thoroughly  exploited  by  their  greed 
of  power  and  property  as  America  is  now.  Morgan 
and  his  satellites  will  be  able  to  repeat  their  Stock 
Exchange  speculations  there,  such  speculations,  for 
example,  as  those  whereby  they  robbed  thousands  of 
widows  and  orphans  of  their  incomes  and  property  in 
the  New  York— New  Haven  Railroad.  The  masses  of 
the  Russian  people  will  be  ground  down  in  bondage 
in  the  same  manner  as  the  American. 

It  is  unbelievable  that  a  man  with  the  learning  of 
Woodrow  Wilson,  a  man  who  has  talked  so  much  of 
peace,  has  never  once  in  any  of  his  speeches  laid  bare 
the  root  of  all  wars — the  amassing  of  vast  profits 
through  wars.  The  world's  peace  of  the  future  is  only 
to  be  brought  about,  if  no  nation  and  no  single  human 
being  is  able  in  any  manner,  directly  or  indirectly,  to 
make  money  out  of  a  war,  no  matter  in  what  part  of 
the  world  it  may  break  out.  The  whole  of  humanity 
suffers  through  a  war,  nowhere  should  persons  be 
permitted  to  exist  who  are  able  to  reap  any  advantage 
whatever  through  the  death,  sorrow  or  loss  of  other 
human   beings.     On   the  contrary,  each  and  every  one 


should  be  forced  to  do  his  share  towards  making  good 
the  ravages  in  the  event  of  war — a  kind  of  National 
Insurance  against  war.  It  ought  to  be  an  understood 
thing  that  every  kind  of  war  business  between  the 
nations  be  forbidden,  and  that  all  weapons  of  defense 
be  manufactured  by  the  Governments  themselves,  so 
that  no  private  companies  or  individuals  may  earn 
money  on  armaments  even  in  times  of  peace. 

What  a  wonderful  opportunity  was  presented  to 
Wilson  at  the  outbreak  of  war!  He  might  have  brought 
about  such  a  measure  for  the  progress  of  human 
civilization  by  creating  a  law  which  forbade  the  export 
of  war  material  from  America.  It  was  a  law  which  he 
might  easily  have  carried  through,  for  in  January  1915, 
a  decisive  majority  in  Congress  was  still  in  favor  of 
it.  At  that  time  I  was  in  Washington,  where  I  spoke 
with  over  twenty  representatives  who  all  assured  me 
that  an  overwhelming  majority  would  vote  for  an 
embargo  on  arms.  Several  such  resolutions  were  indeed 
brought  up,  but  they  never  emerged  beyond  the  Com- 
mittee of  Foreign  Affairs — owing,  naturally,  to  the 
manipulations  of  the  munition  manufacturers.  1  myself 
put  several  probing  questions  to  the  chairman  of  this 
Committee,  Senator  Flood,  as  to  why  these  resolutions 
were  not  again  brought  before  the  House  for  the  ballot. 
I  was  given  no  satisfactory  answer.  Had  Wilson  at 
that  time  shown  the  same  energy  which  he  devoted 
to  whipping  through  the  law  relating  to  the  surrender 
of  the  Panama  rights,  an  embargo  upon  munitions 
would  surely  have  come  to  pass. 

At  the  close  of  his  message,  Wilson  declares  that 
Russia  has  now  become  "a  fit  partner  for  a  league  of 
honor."  He  thereby  concedes  that  it  was  not  to  be 
considered  as  such  before  the  revolution.    Despite  this, 


America  supported  the  former  oppressors  of  the  Russian 
people  to  the  utmost  of  its  ability  and  sought  not  only 
to  maintain  their  power  in  Russia,  but  to  extend  it 
over  the  Central  Powers. 

"The  natural  foe  to  liberty"  against  whom  Wilson 
wishes  "to  take  up  the  gage  of  battle  with  the  whole 
force  of  the  nation,"  is  more  at  home  in  America  than 
anywhere  else.  It  is  the  unrestrained,  unfettered  power 
of  gold.     Wilson,  too,  is  a  natural  foe  to  liberty. 

Wilson  speaks  of  the  "sorely  bereaved  and  stricken 
people  of  Belgium."  Such  are  the  words  of  the  head 
of  that  government  which  inhumanly  brutalized  the  Mexi- 
cans and  Indians.  It  is  truly  incomprehensible  why  Wilson 
does  not  pursue  his  goal  of  "vindicating  the  principles 
of  peace  and  justice  in  the  life  of  the  world  as  against 
selfish  autocratic  powers"  in  America  itself.  The 
American  Autocracy  of  the  Trusts  is  incomparably  more 
evil  than  the  Prussian  autocracy  he  presumes  to  chastise. 
The  war  against  Germany  has  been  brought  to  pass 
precisely  in  that  manner  which  Wilson  condemns  as 
usual  "in  the  old,  unhappy  days" — "in  the  interests 
of  dynasties  or  little  groups  of  ambitious  men" — who 
exert  the  law  of  brute  force  in  wholly  modern  ways  and 
pursue  their  course  of  plundering  the  natural  resources 
of  America  and  of  exploiting  the  people. 

Let  Wilson  not  speak  of  democratic  nations,  unless 
he  except  America,  for  America  is  the  land  of  Plutocracy. 

One  marvels  that  Wilson  is  not  ashamed  to  utter 
the  word  "spies" — when,  as  is  well  known,  America 
has  had  spies  established  for  years  in  all  German 
factories  which  export  to  America.  Nothing  could  be 
more  petty  than  this  wretched  customs  espionage— yet 
he  condemns  German  representatives  who  work  for 
the    interests    of  their   Fatherland   in   America.     What 
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of  the  English  agents?  I  had  received  my  passpott 
from  Washington  which  permitted  me  to  travel  to 
Europe  — and  before  I  had  boarded  the  Danish  steamer, 
that  is,  whilst  I  still  stood  on  American  soil,  I  was 
minutely  examined  by  an  English  agent.  Such  was 
neutral  America's  independence  of  England.  The 
American  citizen  was  treated  as  an  English  slave  even 
in  his  own  land.  The  Wilson  government  looked  com- 
placently on  — without  making  any  protest  whatsoever. 
And  now  Wilson  is  also  going  "to  fight  without 
rancour  and  without  selfish  objects"  and  according  to 
the  "principles  of  right  and  fair  play."  This  mocks 
all  attempts  at  description  and  is  exceeded  only  by 
those  words  in  which  he  declares  that  "we  are  the 
sincere  friends  of  the  German  people."  As  to  the* 
"patience  and  forbearance"  with  which  Wilson  pretends 
he  treated  the  German  Government,  this  is  a  complete 
and  perfect  subversion  of  the  truth.  For  it  was  precisely 
the  German  government  which  had  done  everything 
to  preserve  intact  the  century-old  friendship  with 
America! 

What  would  have  become  of  the  freedom  of  the 
United  States  had  not  Frederick  the  Great  sent  the 
efficient  von  Steuben,  one  of  his  generals,  to  America 
and  taught  the  American  farmers  a  little  Prussian 
militarism?  At  that  time  Prussian  militarism  was 
decidedly  welcome  and  even  now  it  is  to  be  introduced 
into  "free"  America. 

To  accuse  us  real  American  patriots  of  disloyalty 
and  to  deal  with  us  "with  the  firm  hand  of  stern 
repression,"  is  merely  one  more  proof  that  Wilson 
is  English-bred  and  English-led  —  as  his  cheerful 
flunkey  Page  so  faithfully  pointed  out  in  a  speech  in 
London. 


"Civilization  itself  seems  to  be  in  the  balance" — 
true — in  America  above  all  other  places — for  there 
the  greed  of  gold  threatens  to  devour  it.  America 
cannot  call  together  a  league  of  free  peoples,  unless 
it  be  able  to  first  free  itself.  America  must  be  made 
free — that  is  the  deepest  wish  of  the  true  American 
citizen  —  free  of  the  ruling  money- aristocracy  and 
free  of  the  spirit  of  hypocrisy  and  falsehood  which 
cries  out  of  every  word  in  the  message  of  Woodrow 
Wilson. 

Harzburg,  May,  1917. 
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THE  AMERICAN  NEWSPAPER 

A  LESSON  THE  WAR  SHOULD  TEACH  US. 

lor  seven  months  I  had  not  read  an  American 
newspaper. But  today, the  18th  of  Augustl917, 
I  received  one  via  Stockholm.  It  is  the  N.Y. 
Evening  Mail  of  June  4  th,  1917.  It  was  like- 
meeting  an  old  familiar  face,  but  no  longer  a  friendly 
one.  For  American  newspapers  had  practically  become 
strangers  to  me— to  me,  who  for  some  32  of  my  48  years 
of  life,  had  regarded  them  almost  as  daily  companions, 
always  within  sight  and  reach. 

It  was  with  critical  eyes  and  mingled  feelings  that  I 
greeted  this  former  bosom  friend  of  mine.  And  I 
confess  that  I  touched  it  with  a  certain  physical  repug- 
nance— as  though  it  were  something  reptilian,  as  indeed 
it  was — an  adder  which  had  stung  me.  For  it  is  to 
the  American  newspaper  that  I  attribute  the  blame  for 
the  blackest  days  in  American  history — and  in  my 
own  life. 

I  sat  and  regarded  the  sordid  thing,  soiled  and  torn 
by  its  passage  through  the  mails,  and  it  seemed  to  me 
as  though  an  evil  smell  arose  from  the  grey  and  dingy 
mass  of  trashy  sensation  and  hashed-up  news.  And 
now  I  saw  the  whole  hideousness  of  this  species  of 
newspaper,  saw  what  an  infernal  factor  it  had  become 
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in  the  history  of  my  nation,  what  a  breeder  of  wrong, 
falsehood  and  darkness. 

The  Mail  may  not  be  one  of  the  worst  rags  of  Man- 
hattan, but  how  very  bad  it  is!  A  mere  glance  through 
the  big  blanket  sheets  of  this  paper  ought  to  convince 
even  a  person  of  low  intelligence  that  it  is  nothing 
but  a  money-making  scheme  and  a  very  crude  one  at 
that.  What  a  sham  it  is,  what  a  silly,  sickening  sham ! 
Like  all  its  motley  tribe  it  pretends  to  be  an  unselfish, 
humanitarian,  patriotic  gladiator  for  the  right,  a  pure- 
souled  defender  of  virtue,  a  champion  of  the  people  — 
of  the  country,  of  the  glory  and  the  freedom  of  both. 
It  generates  its  own  limelight  and  it  is  eternally  bask- 
ing in  the  centre  of  it,  always  posing  and  strutting 
in  the  middle  of  the  arena,  claiming  the  dignity  of  the 
prophet  while  acting  like  a  drunken  clown.  How  dis- 
gustingly it  keeps  on  booming  its  own  supposed  virtues! 
What  a  picture  it  presents  of  a  supposedly  civilized 
people! 

A  paper  like  the  Mail  comes  upon  us  splashing  and 
bellowing  with  its  sensational  headlines  which  it  expects 
its  readers  to  swallow,  hide,  tooth  and  nail.  For  the  text 
of  the  "news,"  it  evidently  cares  nothing,  for  it  is  set 
in  small  miserable  type  which  tortures  even  good  eyes 
to  read.  One  might  almost  think  there  was  some  huge 
conspiracy  between  the  newspaper  trust  and  the  oculist's 
trust  to  work  hand  in  hand  in  order  to  ruin  the  eyes 
of  millions.  The  copper-catchers  of  Park  Row  get  the 
coin,  the  advertising-profiteer  gets  his  money's  worth, 
and  the  foolish  reading  public,  already  myopic,  gets 
it  full  in  the  eye. 

If  the  poor  wretch  of  a  newspaper  buyer  or  subscriber 
wishes  to  read  anything  besides  the  headlines,  he 
is  compelled  to  read  the  big  and  shrieking  ads.    There 
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he  is  permitted  to  rest  his  burning  optics  upon  great  oases 
of  blank  space  -  which  the  owners  of  the  money-making 
sheets  rate  at  such  horrible  prices.  They  themselves 
refuse  to  use  this  space  for  the  benefit  of  their  readers 
in  giving  them  a  type  fit  to  read.  But  what  American 
paper,  particularly  in  New  York,  cares  a  whoop  for  its 
readers?  All  that  these  rags  care  and  clamour  for  are 
the  coppers  and  the  ads.  —  for  everything  else  they 
do  not  care  a  fig.  In  fact  their  ruling  sentiment  is 
that  of  old  Commodore  Vanderbilt:  "The  public  be 
damned,"  though  they  may  not  be  as  frank  as  that 
old  buster  in  expressing  it 

In  the  advertisements  only  plain  readable  type  will 
greet  you.  For  the  advertisers  want  you  to  read 
their  ads.  And  whether  or  no  you  believe  the  news, 
they  want  you  to  believe  their  offers,  brags  and  state- 
ments. In  the  paper  before  me  the  dazed  brain  and 
the  bewildered  eye  simply  cannot  get  away  from  the 
yelling  type  and  trumpetting  "cuts"  of  all  those  noble 
products  of  a  material,  pampered,  mechanical  civiliza- 
tion— the  Victi'olas,  the  Lucky  Star  Strike  Cigarettes,  the 
Corsets  displayed  on  impossible  females,  the  fake  patent 
medicines,  the  vulgar  "leg-shows"  of  Broadway,  and 
then,  flooding  whole  pages  and  half-pages,  the  adver- 
tisements of  the  big  department  shops—  the  Greenhursts, 
Macys,  McCreerys,  Sterns,  Gimbels  and  all  the  rest. 
How  they  wheedle,  coax,  insinuate  and  ingratiate  them- 
selves in  that  flashy  and  flippant  jargon  used  by  the 
"expert"  advertising  man,  the  vocabulary  of  the  commer- 
cial confidence  man,  "rooting"  to  seduce  a  gullible 
public  into  buying  from  these  big  profiteers  wares  it 
does    not    really    need  or  want! 

Such  ads.,  are  characteristic  and  may  be  found  in  all 
the   Big    American  dailies,   and  they  all  resemble  each 

13 


other — like  so  many  pins.  It  is  a  known  fact  that  these 
advertisers  dominate  the  sheets  they  use  like  so  many 
bare  hoardings,  and  not  only  do  they  dominate  the 
policy  of  the  papers,  but  naturally  the  readers  too. 
The  poor  dupe  of  an  American  newspaper  slave  is 
therefore  doped  with  a  double  dose  of  poison  every 
day,  and  is  guileless  enough  to  swallow  the  cooked-up 
trash  served  out  to  guide  his  "thoughts"  and  feelings 
in  the  way  the  press  and  mercantile  profiteers  wish 
them  to  go  as  real  "public  opinion!" 

The  curse  of  the  advertiser's  control  of  the  prin- 
ciples and  policies  of  most  American  newspapers  is 
one  of  the  most  terrible  in  a  land  of  many  curses 
due  to  Mammonism.  It  strikes  at  the  very  heart  of  all 
honest  thinking  and  frank  expression,  all  individuality 
and  independence  and  liberty.  When  I  hear  these 
brazen  and  prostituted  rags  shouting  about  the  liberty 
or  purity  of  the  press  1  am  reminded  of  a  leper  in  chains 
clamoring  about  his  cleanliness  and  freedom. 


This  edition  of  the  Evening  Mail  is  a  specially 
patriotic  one.  It  is  the  evening  of  the  day  of  registration 
for  the  purpose  of  killing  or  being  killed  in  Flanders, 
and  the  U.  S.  Government  expects  every  man  between 
21  and  30  (both  inclusive)  to  register. 

The  first  headlines  read  as  follows:  "THE  HONOR 
OF  AMERICA  FOR  ALL  TIME  IS  AT  STAKE." 
"ONLY  AN  AMERICA  STRONG  AND  PREPARED 
CAN  ENDURE."  Then  comes:  "WALL  STREET 
MAIL  CLOSING  PRICES."  The  proximity  is  significant. 
Patriotism  and  the  Money  Market.  Then  comes  the 
real  appeal  of  Wall  Street:  "DRAFT  1,500,000  AT 
ONCE."      "SEVEN    INDICTED    BY    U.  S.    JURY." 
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Their  blood-stained  gold  is  in  danger,  American  blood 
has  to  flow  in  Niagaras  in  order  to  save  it!  That  is 
the  long  and  short  of  that  headline. 

There  are  other  head-lines:  "NEW  YORK  CALLS 
TO  THE  COLORS,"  "REGISTER!  IT  SAYS  TO  ITS 
YOUTH."  Beneath  these  headings  are  statements  of 
"leading  citizens."  They  hold  forth  upon  the  "American 
Cause."  If  the  American  "cause"  means  "America  for 
the  Americans,"  liberty,  justice,  humanity,  honor  — all 
within  our  own  borders  and  our  own  rights,—  I  for  one 
will  support  every  word  in  defense  of  that  cause.  But 
should  these  noble  and  high-sounding  words  be  merely 
so  much  honey  to  catch  poor,  misled  American  victims 
to  serve  as  cannon-fodder  in  order  to  further  the 
policies  of  world-grabbing  Anglo-American  imperialistic 
cliques,  as  bait  so  that  these  deluded  young  men  may 
offer  themselves  to  be  slaughtered  in  Flanders  and 
elsewhere  for  the  benefit  of  the  brutal  Anglo-American 
money-trust,  I  shall  shout  in  the  loudest  voice  I  can 
command:  "Halt!  you  murderers!" 

Let  us  examine  a  few  of  the  effusions  and  patriotic 
orgasms    of  these  "leading"  citizens — leading  whither? 

Let  me  begin  with  Rabbi  Wise,  and  in  the  second  person: 

* 

Sir,  I  am  ashamed  and  astounded  that  a  man  of 
religion  like  yourself  should  permit  himself  to  speak 
with  such  hatred.  It  is  said  that  modern  Jews  are 
secretly  teaching  the  religion  of  hate,  and  what  you 
say  seems  to  confirm  it.  Your  arguments  are  vitiated, 
your  statements  are  unfair  and  untrue.  You  speak, 
like  the  veriest  Entente  jingo,  of  the  "menace  of 
Kaiserism."  Does  the  real  menace  of  Morganism  in 
America  mean  nothing  to  you?  Are  you  deaf  and  blind 
to  the  horrible  history  of  Ireland — a  martyrdom  compared 
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to  which  that  of  your  own  race  is  a  sunny,  rose-strewn 
path?  Does  the  gigantic  fact  of  British  navalism  dis- 
close itself  to  your  eyes?  Have  you  yet  discovered  the 
moon?  You  utter,  moreover,  whopping  and  downright 
—  statements — and  you  utter  them  in  the  very  language 
of  their  origin  —  a  thing  every  honest  thinker  would 
disdain.  "The  president  of  the  United  States  and  the 
American  people,"  you  declare,  "displayed  little  less 
than  superhuman  patience  in  order  to  avoid  war  and 
preserve  peace."  It  would  be  impolite  to  a  man  of  your 
cloth  to  use  the  short  and  terse  term  such  a  deliberate 
misstatement  deserves. 

First  of  all,  the  overwhelming  majority  of  American 
citizens  were  utterly  helpless  to  prevent  the  carrying- 
out  of  the  war-policy  dictated  by  Wall  Street.  It  was  the 
German  government  and  this  government  alone  which 
did  what  Wilson  and  his  backers  failed  to  do.  I  was 
aware  of  this  attitude  of  Germany's  toward  America 
from  the  very  beginning  of  the  war,  and  since  Dec- 
ember 1915,  I  have  been  in  Germany  where  everything 
has  confirmed  it. 

You  also  make  a  cheap  and  shoddy  use  of  the  shop- 
and-time-worn  phrase:  "the  curse  of  Prussian  militarism 
and  Kaiserism."  You  are  a  learned  man  and  an  anti- 
militarist,  and  I  presume  that  you  are  aware  of  the 
perfectly  manifest  fact  that  militarism  exists  in  every 
country  in  the  world.  I  presume  that  you  are  also 
acquainted  with  certain  simple  historical  facts.  Thanks 
to  "Prussian  militarism"  the  Third  RepubHc  of  France 
became  a  possibility  — otherwise  Napoleon  Ill's  dynasty 
would  still  be  sitting  upon  his  rotten  throne  in  imperial 
France — the  descendants  of  the  man  whom  the  Welsh 
demagogue  Lloyd  George  cannot  slander  enough. 
Thanks    likewise    to    the    vigorous  blows  delivered  by 
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the  sword  of  Prussian  militarism,  the  way  was  cleared 
for  the  Russian  Revolution  and  the  most  cruelly  despotic 
government  in  the  world,  the  government  from  which 
your  race  has  suffered  untold  cruelty,  collapsed  in  ruin. 
Prussian  militarism  was  never  a  menace  to  the  repub- 
lican form  of  government  in  France.  This  restless  and 
nervous  land  was  considered  a  much  safer  neighbor 
as  a  republic  than  as  an  empire  with  an  ambitious 
Napoleon  upon  a  throne,  haunted  by  visions  of  glory. 
A  United  States  of  Russia  with  a  President  at  its  head 
would  be  considered  a  better  and  safer  neighbor  to 
Germany  than  a  feeble  Czar  who  broke  his  word  to 
his  imperial  German  cousin  and  succumbed  to  the  in- 
fluence of  the  Russian  militarists  and  Pan-slavic  ex- 
pansionists. 

I  charge  you  with  writing  with  your  tongue  in  your 
cheek — with  talking  to  the  gallery — and  a  gallery  drunk 
with  the  fire-water  such  war-mongering  sheets  as  this 
have  pumped  into  the  people.  As  a  student  of  history 
you  should  know  that  the  greater  number  of  German 
soldiers,  serving  willingly  under  Prussian  militarism  to 
save  their  country,  their  homes,  their  families  and 
themselves  from  the  acknowledged  war-aims  of  Ger- 
many's rabid  and  numerous  enemies,  are  Social-Demo- 
crats. They  will  attend  to  their  own  business  at  home 
when  the  war  is  over,  and  in  their  own  fashion  they 
will  solve  the  problems  of  their  lives  according  to  their 
own  interests.  "Kaiserism"  has  proved  far  less  belli- 
gerent and  blood-thirsty  than  that  most  ruthless  of 
human  scourges — American  Morganism, — far  less  of 
a  menace  to  the  peace  of  the  world  than  British 
navalism.  The  common  people  of  the  lands  now  at 
war  with  Germany  will  be  fully  occupied  in  attempting 
to  rid  themselves  of  these  terrible  tyrannies. 
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As  an  anti-militarist,  Rabbi  Wise,  you  ought  to  know 
that  Prussian  militarism  with  its  caste  of  soldier-and- 
farmer  Junkers,  is  as  nothing  compared  to  Japanese 
militarism  with  its  fanaticism  and  fatalism.  The  Junkers 
are  tame  amateurs  compared  to  the  fiery  Samurai  class, 
the  proud,  sword-bearing  families  with  thousands  of 
years  of  tradition  behind  them.  What  is  "Kaiserism" 
in  the  face  of  Mikadoism  with  its  divine  descent?  And 
yet  while  you  and  other  aspersers  of  Germany  spit  at 
and  bully  a  land  which  cannot  strike  back,  and  which 
in  the  words  of  a  man  infinitely  greater  than  you — Sir 
Roger  Casement — "is  waging  a  war  of  man's  defence 
against  devils" — you  and  such  patriots  as  you,  cannot 
grovel  sufficiently  low  before  the  feet  of  the  little  yellow 
militarists  of  the  East. 

The  only  external  danger,  apart  from  their  own 
suicidal  mutual  destruction,  which  now  imperils  the 
white  races  and  their  civilization,  is  the  militarization 
of  the  yellow  races  by  Japan.  As  the  outpost  of  the 
white  race  in  the  west.  Uncle  Sam  should  be  most 
powerfully  armed.  Only  with  sufficient  armed  forces 
will  he  be  able  to  enforce  respect  for  a  request  that 
the  militarization  of  the  yellow  races,  the  gravest  danger 
to  the  world-peace  of  the  future,  should  cease. 

You  speak  about  the  Civil  War.  Do  you  forget, 
man,  that  for  a  vast  percentage  of  citizens  of  the  United 
Staates,  war  with  Germany  is  nothing  short  of  a  civil 
war!  The  German-American,  among  the  most  faithful 
and  loyal  of  all  Americans,  is  now  supposed  to  prove 
his  love  for  America  by  killing  his  next  of  kin  on  the 
European  fronts,  or  in  getting  killed  himself.  And  for 
what?  Solely  for  the  profit  of  the  accursed  Anglo- 
American  money  trust,  before  which  you  too,  Rabbi 
Wise,  bow  low,  and  which  you  serve  like  another  Baal. 
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Shame  upon  you,  'you  a  religious  leader  who  have  sold 
your  soul  and  your  mind  to  Murder  and  Mammon! 
I  point  my  finger  at  you  where  you  stand,  a  false  guide 
to    your    people,    a    champion    of    Falsehood,    Greed 

and  Crime.  ^  ^ 

* 

It  is  with  loathing  that  I  contemplate  the  horrible 
creature  who  has  also  been  thought  fit  to  voice  his 
views  upon  the  war,  Mr.  Billy  Sunday,  evangeHst  and 
ex-baseball  player.  It  is  one  of  the  black,  undying  dis- 
graces of  our  third-rate  civilization  that  such  Hottentot 
scullions  are  able  to  command  attention,  money  and 
even  respect.  No,  this  foul-mouthed  madman  is  also 
wrong — it  is  grotesque  even  to  think  of  his  voicing 
any  opinion  upon  things  German.  But  for  those  that 
think  like  him,  if  such  a  ruffian  can  think,  it  will  suffice 
to  say  that  the  German  people  did  not  take  the 
slightest  interest  in  "Registration  Day."  The  Ger- 
man people  are  not  the  nervous  wrecks  nor  hysterical 
primitives  from  whom  you,  Billy  Sunday,  draw  your 
patrons.  A  person  like  you  would  do  very  little 
"business"  in  enlightened  Germany,  unless  it  were  in 
the  circus  ring  or  the  zoological  gardens,  even  though 
you  gabbled  as  much  German  slang  as  you  do  American 
and  stood  on  your  ugly  phiz  in  the  pulpit  or  the  gutter — 
which  for  you  are  one  and  the  same.  The  German 
people  take  their  religion,  like  their  patriotism,  seriously, 
and  have  no  need  for  cursing  and  uneducated  mounte- 
banks to  stir  up  their  deeply-rooted  sense  of  religious 
reverence.  But  I  demean  myself  by  wasting  a  single 
word  upon  you. 

A  word  to  Mrs.  Herbert  Summer  Owen  of  the  National 
Women's  Service  League.    I  am  not  surprised,  madam, 

V  19 


that  bearing  an  English  name,  you  voice  the  sentiments 
of  an  Englishwoman.  Real  American  women  and  girls 
are  poor  patriots  if  they  urge  their  men  to  go  and  be 
butchered  in  the  trenches  of  Europe.  No  American 
has  any  business  there  whatsoever  in  this  criminal  and 
idiotic  war.  But  perhaps  the  National  Women's  Service 
League  is  a  widow-making  organisation?  Perhaps  it 
has  illusions  as  to  what  constitutes  the  proper  feminine 
heroics  under  the  circumstances? 

*  * 
* 

Mr.  Robert  Adamson  is  swollen  with  superlatives  and 

declares    that  V/ilson's  War    is    "the   greatest  war  for 

democracy  and  liberty  the  world  has  ever  known,"   That 

is    a    very    ordinary    sort    of   platitude.     But  that  war, 

my  dear  Sir,  has  not  begun  as  yet.    It  will  begin  when 

you  hear  around  the  world  one  mighty  cry  of  "America 

for    Americans,"    "Europe    for  Europeans,"    "Asia   for 

Asiatics,"  and  yes,  even  "Africa  for  Africans." 

*  * 

A  person  with  the  odd  name  of  Nissim  Bakar, 
managing  director  of  the  National  Liberal  Immigration 
League,  is  eloquent  upon  American  opportunism. 

I  wonder  in  what  land  you  were  born?  You  must 
have  "struck  it  good  and  rich"  with  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  other  immigrants.  But  what  of  the  army 
of  miUions  of  Europeans  who  found  in  America  only 
the  grave  of  their  hopes  and  ideals,  and  are  chained 
for  the  rest  of  their  lives  to  the  chariot  of  brutal  American 
capitalism?  What  of  the  large  numbers  of  American 
citizens  whose  native  land  lay  in  Europe  and  who  have 
returned  to  it — to  yours  too — just  because  they  have 
found  America  to  be  not  the  country  of  liberty,  but  of 
oppression   of  the   worst  kind?     A  "warm-hearted  re- 
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public"    is    an   original   phrase,    but    it  is  a  "flattering 
unction"  which  you  "lay  unto  your  soul." 


Mr.  W.  Bourke  Cochran,  noted  Irish  Orator:  What 
patriotism  is,  the  Irish  heroes  who  fought  and  died  for 
freedom  so  recently  have  abundantly  proved.  They 
have  given  a  worthy  example  to  all  oppressed  peoples 
— and  among  these  I  account  the  Americans  first. 
I  am  certain  that  you  would  be  able  to  hold  a  stirring 
oration  upon  Irish  freedom  and  American  freedom,  for 
both  have  been  strangled  by  the  same  hands. 


A.  Vouros,  Charge  d'affaires,  Greek  Legation.  You 
are  apparently  a  Greek  diplomat,  and  subject,  and  have 
no  business  to  mix  into  American  politics,  even  at  the 
invitation  of  a  cub  reporter.  No  more  ghastly  and 
shameless  lie  has  ever  been  bandied  about  than  that 
"President  Wilson  is  the  champion  of  small  nations." 
And  this  you  say  when  as  a  Greek  you  must  be  aware 
how  mercilessly  your  country  has  been  trampled  upon 
by  the  Allies.  Have  you  forgotten  how  the  preposterous 
Wilson  tried  to  bully  Mexico  ?  Has  he  ever  opened 
his  thin,  hypocritical  lips  to  utter  a  single  word  of 
sympathy  in  favor  of  Ireland,  Egypt,  India,  Persia,  Fin- 
land, Morocco?  As  a  diplomat  are  you  aware  of  the 
low  and  underhanded  blow  this  detestable  sneak  is  now 
trying  to  deal  Switzerland,   Holland   and   Scandinavia? 


And  now  as  to  Charles  R.  Flint,  a  merchant  of  New 
York  City.  I  would  tell  him  this:  Germany  realizes  that 
she  is  forced  into  lighting  the  almighty  American  Dollar 

21 


Trust,  which  through  its  puppet  at  Washington,  and  its 
venomous  press,  has  managed  to  mislead,  if  only  for 
a  time,  the  Common  People  of  America,  in  whose  veins 
so  much  good  Teutonic  blood  courses,  and  who  have 
never  been  hostile  to  the  peace-loving  German  nation. 
It  is  chiefly  sadness  and  wonder  and  perhaps  disgust 
which  the  average  German  feels  towards  America.  He 
realizes  that  the  people  are  duped  and,  unlike  the 
Anglo-Saxon,  it  is  not  in  his  heart  to  hate  them.  Even 
now,  I  meet  dozens  of  young  men,  many  of  them 
soldiers,  who  express  their  wish  to  visit  America  after 
the  war— in  order  to  know  more  about  it.  I  myself 
was  in  a  position  to  learn  all  about  those  pro-Teuton 
"plots."  This  lie  was  an  insult  to  a  thinking  American. 
Of  the  deep,  ceaseless  and  corrupt  English  plots  no 
man  seemed  to  be  aware. 


I  would  tell  you,  Mr.  Alexander  S.  Drescher,  Alderman 
of  Brownsville,  that  I  too  am  one  of  the  boys  who  came 
from  the  other  shore.  You  are  certainly  right:  "Liberty 
and  Freedom"  cannot  be  won  without  a  fight,  and 
there  is  no  doubt  that  we  have  on  our  hands  the 
mightiest  fight  for  true  Liberty  and  Freedom,  but  this 
fight  is  right  here  within  our  own  borders.  At  the 
very  outbreak  of  the  war  I  was  for  the  creation  of 
the  largest  American  army  and  navy  possible.  Only 
then  would  America  have  been  respected  by  England — 
who  first  broke  the  rules  of  international  law.  I  was 
against  the  export  of  war  materials,  for  we  needed 
these  ourselves.  But  the  captains  of  industry  and  finance 
thought  differently.  They  were  first  going  to  make  all 
that  they  could  out  of  poor,  war-ridden  Europe,  and 
after  their  traffic  in  death  was  over,  they   were   going 
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to  load  the  American  nation  with   a  complete  modern 
war-machine  at  a  huge  profit. 

But  their  calculations  were  upset.  The  Russian  Steam 
Roller  which  had  been  so  glorified,  broke  down  —  these 
darlings  of  the  Entente  and  the  American  Tories,  the 
Cossacks,  had  only  managed  to  burn  down  some  ten 
thousand  homes,  had  only  murdered  and  outraged  some 
hundreds  of  East  Prussian  girls  and  women — instead 
of  going  straight  to  Berlin.  And  now  when  the  Big 
Men  of  Boodle  and  Butchery  see  their  blood-spattered, 
gold-laden  ship  of  hell  in  danger  of  being  sunk  by  the 
German  U-boat—presto !  the  people  of  American— chained 
and  gagged — are  supposed  to  give  their  lives  and 
treasure  to  save  the  boodle  of  these  malefactors.  Bah! 
you  talk  of  truth,  right  and  justice.  They  exist,  but 
not  where  you  imagine  they  exist.  The  same  is  true 
of  lawlessness  and  cruelty.  Alderman,  you  had  better 
pinch  yourself,  and  awake. 


And  now  a  word  with  one  of  the  guilty  brood  of 
poisoners  who  from  the  very  beginning  of  the  war 
have  been  instilling  their  venom  into  the  hearts  and 
minds  of  the  people.  Stand  forth  where  the  light  may 
fall  upon  you  — you,  the  editor  of  the  Evening  Mail. 
Look  at  your  hands — one  of  them  is  red  with  blood — 
the  other  black  with  muck.  In  you  all  your  confreres 
and  accomplices  shall  be  judged — not  by  me,  but  by 
a  greater  and  sterner  power. 

In  your  issue  of  June  4th,  1917,  your  chief  editorial 
is  entitled  "Deserters."  It  is  an  excellent  and  fitting 
title,  and  you  and  your  like  belong  under  it  The 
shameless  lies  and  hypocrisy,  the  monstrous  dishonesty 
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of  your  slatemenls  reg^arding  the  supposed  crimes  of 
the  German  government  have  been  fully  exposed  by 
the  brave  and  manly  address  of  Senator  La  Follette  in 
the  Senate  Chamber.  This  speech  neither  you  nor  the 
other  knaves  and  cowards  dared  to  print.  You  know 
as  well  as  I  know  that  the  supreme  will  of  the  great 
mass  of  the  American  people  had  not  been  expressed  by 
the  president  and  congress.  You  know  that  the  people 
were  decidedly  for  peace,  not  for  war.  But  thanks  to 
traitors  like  yourself,  the  Anglo-maniac  war -mongers, 
profiteers,  money-bandits  and  their  reptile  and  slavish 
press  got  the  upper  hand.  This  frenzied  crowd  were 
out  in  full  force,  the  quiet,  peaceful  and  patriotic  cit- 
izen remained  at  home,  and  only  the  voices  of  a  few 
of  the  more  energetic  Friends  of  Peace  could  be  heard. 
I  know  whereof  I  speak  for  I  stood  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  "Friends  of  Peace"  movement,  beginning 
with  the  enormous  New  York  Mass  Meeting  at  Madison 
Square  Garden,  and  ending  with  the  Friends  of  Peace 
Convention  at  Chicago  in  1915.  It  was  already  then 
extremely  difficult  to  arouse  the  politically  indifferent 
German-American  element.  Nevertheless  there  were  a 
fev/  who  remembered  that  they  had  backbones  and 
stood  up  for  their  rights.  Those  who  kept  true  to  the 
faith  and  principles  of  all  great  Americans  —Washington, 
Lincoln,  Cleveland — were  called  German  spies  and 
other  insulting  names.  Beyond  all  doubt  History  will 
one  day  prove  that  these  men  were  better  Americans, 
caring  more  for  the  welfare  of  their  adopted  fatherland 
than  all  the  Tory  traitors  and  pseudo -Americans  like 
Wilson,  Roosevelt,  Root,  Morgan,  Eliot,  Schwab,  Lodge 
and  the  other  lickspittles  to  the  British.  Hov/  many 
of  them  will  escape  to  England  when  the  war  is  over 
and  the  American   People   awaken    at    last   from    their 
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IcniKle  nightmare  and  prepare  lo  sweep  this  parasitic 
rubbish  into  the  ash-heap  where  it  belongs? 

The  same  issue  of  the  Evening  Mail  conveys  the  in- 
formation on  your  front  page  in  heavy  type  that  in 
honor  of  the  King's  birthday  many  American  flags  were 
conspicuously  displayed.  The  customary  honors  list 
contained  the  name  of  Baron  Astor  (formerly  William 
Waldorf  Astor,  of  German  descent)  created  a  Viscount. 
No  doubt  this  produced  much  smug  satisfaction  and 
considerable  envy  among  the  gang  of  snobs  and  toadies 
who  serve  as  flunkies  to  the  British  aristocrats,  who 
despise  them  in  their  hearts  and  tolerate  these  bound- 
ers only  for  the  gold  with  which  they  ooze.  For 
creatures  like  Astor  you  have  soft  words  and  flattery, 
but  for  the  clean  and  honest  Americans  who  desire 
only  the  welfare  of  their  country,  you  have  only  words 
of    contempt    and   terms   like   "traitors." 

To  creatures  such  as  you  the  pacifist  who  does  not 
elect  to  fight  (that  is  to  say  who  objects  to  giving  up 
his  blood  for  the  infamous  money  trust  of  Wall  Street 
and  the  "City")  is  only  "an  anti-social  animal  who  threat- 
ens the  existence  of  our  society."  Well,  indeed,  do  you 
show  the  particular  color  of  your  soul  by  disparaging 
men  a  thousand  times  your  betters.  Hov/  puerile  is 
even  your  whole  conception  of  the  war  and  the  vast 
events  it  brings  about!  For  instance  that  cartoon  in 
which  Russia  in  the  shape  of  a  Russian  soldier  is  sink- 
ing to  the  ground  and  a  heroic  Uncle  Sam  with  a 
blunderbuss  and  goat's  beard  is  rising  out  of  the  Russian 
and  preparing  to  charge.  Well,  Russia  has  fallen  only 
to  rise  and  the  same  strong  hand  that  dealt  the  old 
autocracy  its  death-blow  is  now  extended  to  help  the 
new,  regenerated  Russia  to  heal  its  wounds.  But  the 
old  Russia  has  now  been  established  in  America  where 
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the  despot  in  the  White  House  rules  amid  oppression 
and  terrorism  worse  than  anything  of  which  Czarism 
has  been  guilty  in  modern  times.  The  New  Russia  has 
gone  the  way  of  Peace  and  Reason  and  will  again  find 
its  soul,  whilst  America,  debauched  and  betrayed  by  its 
press,  its  plutocrats  and  its  politicians,  has  gone  the 
way  of  War  and  Madness.  And  that  is  the  way  that 
goes  inevitably  to  Hell. 

Hamburg,  August,   1917. 
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TO  WILLIAM  JENNINGS  BRYAN 

HOW  PACIFISTS  BETRAY  PACIFISM 


ii^^j^^n  compiling  my  war  recollections  and  reviews, 
^l^^i  ^^  ^^^^  ^^  addresses  to  political  personaj^es 
^■]^jj||  who  have  played  their  parts  in  these,  I  cannot 
^''iJXa  afford  to  pass  you  by.    For  you  have  been 


one  of  America's  most  prominent  public  men.  I  have 
been  opposed  to  you  in  politics,  and  I  have  been  with 
you.  As  a  young  and  inexperienced  man,  I  fought  for 
the  supremacy  of  the  Gold  Standard  and  even  marched 
in  that  memorable  Gold  Parade  in  New  York  City. 
That  bi-metallic  issue  is  dead,  and  may  I  live  to  see  the 
day  when  the  present  war  issues  which  have  wrenched 
the  world  asunder,  will  be  just  as  dead  and  as  stale. 
But  your  famous  phrase  as  to  humanity  being  crucified 
upon  a  cross  of  gold,  has  been  converted  into  a  grim 
and  horrible  reality  by  the  men  who  wield  power  over 
the  nations. 

When  you  became  Secretary  of  State,  Mr.  Bryan,  and 
apparently  permitted  yourself  to  be  swayed  by  the  crass 
unneutrality  of  Woodrow  Wilson  and  his  British  sym- 
pathies, I  condemned  your  actions  in  the  severest  terms 
and  became  your  outspoken  adversary.  But  when  you 
asserted  your  manhood  and  your  independence  and 
broke    loose    from    the   cowardly   bullying   and   baiting 
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policy  which  Wilson  had  put  into  operation  against 
Germany,  I  felt  my  old  admiration  for  your  open  and 
honest  character  restored,  nay,  increased. 

Our  national  organization.  The  Friends  of  Peace,  was 
at  that  time  preparing  a  great  mass-meeting.  When  we 
heard  of  this  sensational  political  event,  your  resignation, 
we  at  once  determined  to  proclaim  you  as  our  leader, 
since  no  one  had  shown  greater  devotion  to  the  cause 
of  peace,  despite  the  misunderstandings  that  had 
ensued.  We  at  once  took  steps  to  secure  you  as  our 
principal  speaker  at  the  Mass  Meeting  to  be  held  at 
Madison  Square  Garden  on  June  22  nd,  1915.  It  was 
owing  to  your  acceptance  of  our  invitation  and  your 
coming  to  this  great  public  demonstration,  that  New 
York  was  given  a  sensation  such  as  it  had  not 
enjoyed  for  years. 

It  chanced  that  I  was  on  the  Committee  of  Reception 
and  was  privileged  to  meet  you  and  Mrs.  Bryan  at  the 
Pennsylvania  Station.  Thence  we  escorted  you  to  the 
Holland  House  v/here  we  sat  down  to  dinner  with  some 
thirty  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  Committee.  A  few 
short  addresses  were  then  made.  The  flash-light  photo- 
graph which  I  ordered  to  be  made  of  this  meeting 
will  always  be  prized  highly  by  me.  Then  came  your 
triumphal  progress  to  Madison  Square  Garden,  and 
the  reception  at  which  you  were  hailed  as  the  Man  of 
the  Hour,  our  next  President.  I  cannot  understand 
why  you  did  not  grasp  the  great  opportunity  offered 
you  then  and  there  to  proclaim  yourself  as  Wilson's 
open  opponent,  as  the  champion  of  the  people  against 
the  man  whose  personal  prejudices  and  bigotries  and 
false  national  ambitions  were  bound  to  deliver  our 
country  over  to  Anglo-American  Imperialism,  the  final 
step    towards    entering   the   war?      Had   you    stood    up 
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boldly  and  defiantly  for  honest  neutrality,  which  meant 
an  embargo  on  the  export  of  arms,  you  would  have 
had  the  great  masses  behind  you.  And  these  masses 
would  have  lifted  you  into  the  presidential  chair  in 
1916. 

The  astonishing  fact  that  you,  an  outspoken  Pacifist, 
anti-militarist  and  a  sincere  Christian,  should  be  against 
an  embargo  on  arms,  is  incomprehensible  to  me.  Some 
day,  I  trust,  you  will  explain  your  position  in  regard 
to  this  all-important  question,  upon  the  issue  of  which 
the  peace  of  the  world  so  largely  depends.  It  was 
America's  duty  to  set  up  a  higher  standard  for  the 
world  to  follow.  I  have  always  had  a  firm  faith  in 
the  essential  good-heartedness  of  the  common  people 
of  America.  But  now  I  am  full  of  doubts,  and  some 
of  these  doubts  have  been  inspired  by  yourself.  I 
would  ask  you,  Sir,  is  there  really  no  one,  no  prominent 
publicist  or  politician  in  America,  with  enough  moral 
courage  to  call  a  halt  to  the  steadily-increasing  baseness 
and  bestiality  aroused  in  human  nature  by  an  unscrupul- 
ous Anglo-Saxon  gutter  press?  It  was  precisely  when 
you  attacked  this  reptilian  New  York  press  that  you 
scored  the  loudest  and  longest  applause  at  that  great 
meeting  in  Madison  Square  Garden. 

You  declared  that  we,  the  Friends  of  Peace,  had 
only  now  discovered  the  deviltry  of  the  metropolitan 
press,  whereas  you  had  been  accorded  such  treatment 
for  years  by  the  wire-pullers  of  Wall  Street,  and  their 
slaves  and  henchmen. 

When  the  Friends  of  Peace  held  their  National 
Convention  at  Chicago  on  the  5  th  and  6th  of  Sep- 
tember, 1915,  you  v/tre  again  our  chief  speaker 
and  received  a  splendid  ovation.  Unfortunately  the 
German-Americans  in  Chicago  were  as  usual  so   short- 
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sighted  in  a  political  sense,  that  instead  of  supporting 
you,  they  cut  you,  simply  because  you  favoured 
prohibition.  To  most  of  them  beer  meant  more  than 
peace.  Thus,  by  their  selfishness  they  helped  to  ruin 
the  cause  of  peace,  and  played  directly,  however 
unwillingly,  into  the  hands  of  the  war  party.  Had  they 
stood  solidly  behind  you,  and  supported  you  and  all 
the  other  American,  German-and  Irish-American  leaders 
who  fought  for  the  maintenance  of  an  "embargo  plat- 
form," it  is  not  likely  that  America  would  have  entered 
the  war. 

I  am  entirely  at  a  loss  to  understand  how  you, 
William  Jennings  Bryan,  you  who  so  well  knew  the 
inner  workings  of  Wall  Street  and  its  masters,  did 
not  realize  that  it  was  only  the  ammunition  trust,  the 
Cleveland  H.  Dodges  and  their  like,  who  kept  the 
three  Embargo  Bills  in  the  pigeon-holes  of  the  House 
Committee  on  Foreign  Relations.  The  "plain  people," 
the  masses,  demanded  an  honest  neutrality.  It  would 
therefore  have  been  an  easy  matter  for  you  during 
January,  February,  March  and  April  of  1915,  to  head 
the  movement  to  force  the  Embargo  Bill  through 
Congress,  for  at  that  time  the  majority  were  in  favour 
of  it.  Even  after  you  had  resigned  your  secretaryship 
in  consequence  of  the  sinking  of  the  ammunition  trans- 
port, the  "Lusitania,"  (for  she  was  that,  and  not  only  a 
passenger-ship)  it  lay  in  your  power  to  do  a  great 
thing  for  Humanity  and  the  peace  of  our  land. 

I  am  sorry  that  I  found  no  opportunity  of  talking 
to  you  upon  this  subject  during  our  meeting  at  New 
York  and  Chicago.  But  our  New  York  leader,  Mr. 
Henry  Weissmann,  spoke  to  you  and  you  told  him  that 
the  selling  of  arms  and  ammunition  to  Europe  was 
"legal,"  and  could  not  be  stopped.    That  a  generous- 
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souled  and  humane  man  like  yourself  could  not  see 
beyond  the  so-called  "legality"  of  a  trade  directed 
against  the  lives  and  happiness  of  millions,  must  remain 
a  puzzle  to  me.  For  that  "legality"  was  merely  a  legal 
quibble  against  the  higher,  dominant  issues  of  true 
humanity.  Sir,  you  paid  a  high  price  for  your  short- 
sightedness. For  it  cost  you  the  attainment  of  your 
life's  goal — the  Presidency  which  you  would  surely 
have  received  at  the  hands  of  the  grateful  people  of 
America,  had  you  come  forth  firmly-planted  upon  an 
Embargo  Platform. 

I  am  unable  to  say  how  much  truth  there  is  in  a 
certain  newspaper  article  in  which  Senator  La  Follette 
claims  that  the  "Lusitania"  case  was  at  the  bottom  of 
your  dispute  with  Wilson.  You  were  in  favour  of  a 
government  warning  being  issued  to  the  reckless  and 
frivolous  persons  who  booked  cabins  upon  the  doomed 
passenger  and  munition  carrier,  but  Wilson,  hoping 
that  the  execution  of  the  German  threats  would,  despite 
the  German  warnings,  embroil  the  United  States  in 
conflict  with  Germany,  opposed  your  proposal.  Had 
you,  Mr.  Bryan,  availed  yourself  of  this  opportunity 
and  turned  boldly  and  openly  upon  Wilson  and  his  un- 
American  policy,  the  sane  and  fair-minded  Americans 
of  both  parties  would  have  stood  like  a  phalanx  behind 
you.  You  saw  or  you  should  have  seen  that  Wilson's 
pro-English  and  anti-German  policy  was  bound  to 
drive  us  into  the  war  sooner  or  later.  But  once  more 
you  missed  your  opportunity,  or  seeing  it,  could  not 
rise  to  the  occasion. 

After  that  magnificent  mass-meeting  in  New  York 
which  must  surely  have  warmed  your  heart  with  the 
spontaneity  of  the  people's  response,  you  returned  to 
Lincoln,   Nebraska.     1   read   of  the   great   personal  tri- 
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umphs  that  had  been  yours  on  your  journey  through 
the  State— furthermore  that  a  professorship  of  some 
small  University  had  been  offered  you  at  a  salary  of 
some  $  3000  a  year — if  I  remember  rightly.  Realizing 
that  your  uncommon  abilities  might  be  well  employed 
as  the  editor  of  a  new  and  vigorous  weekly  called 
Issues  and  Events,  which  had  begun  publication  at 
the  outbreak  of  the  war,  and  which  was  making  a 
vigorous  fight  for  justice  and  decency,  I  made  free 
to  write  you  a  letter  offering  you  the  editorship  at 
$  12,000  a  year,  upon  a  two  years'  contract.  I  was 
extremely  interested  in  the  success  of  this  independent 
little  American  weekly,  and  I  felt  sure  that  Mr.  Francis 
Dorl,  the  editor  and  proprietor,  would  welcome  so 
eminent  a  successor  to  the  editorial  chair.  Under  your 
leadership  this  stalwart  little  champion  of  truth  and 
true  neutrality  would  soon  have  had  a  circulation  of 
hundreds  of  thousands  all  over  the  States,  especially  in 
the  farming  sections.  I  had  planned  that  your  editor- 
ial rooms  should  be  in  that  very  street  in  which  the 
cries  of  the  war-mongers  resounded  most  loudly,  and 
where  you  had  once  suffered  defeat  during  your  16  to 
1   campaign  in  Wall  Street. 

You  replied  that  you  would  like  to  discuss  this 
project  with  me  on  the  occasion  of  our  next  meeting. 
This  was  to  take  place  on  the  5  th  and  6  th  of  September, 
1915,  when  the  Friends  of  Peace  were  to  have  their 
convention  at  Chicago.  But  you  remained  only  a  few 
hours  in  the  City,  merely  in  order  to  deliver  your 
speech  and  to  attend  to  the  most  pressing  matters  of 
the  Convention.  As  for  myself  1  was  so  thoroughly 
disgusted  with  the  behaviour  of  the  German-Americans 
and  the  Press  at  Chicago,  that  a  great  discouragement 
took  hold  of  me  and  I  began  to  realize  the   futility  of 
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fighting  the  ocean  of  Anglo-Saxon  lies.  The  air  of  America 
had  become  thoroughly  impested  with  these.  So  when 
my  private  affairs  shaped  themselves  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  compel  me  to  leave  for  Europe,  I  more  than  gladly 
turned  my  back  upon  America  where  the  voice  of 
conscience  and  justice  was  no  longer  permitted  to  be 
heard. 

Alas,  Sir,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  for  me  to  point 
out  once  more  how  you  missed  your  glorious  opportunity 
of  becoming  the  Banner  Bearer  of  Good-will  and 
Peace  for  all  mankind,  as  against  the  diabolical  plots 
and  ravings  of  an  Anglo-maniac  imperialism,  capitalism 
and  snobbery.  You  were  too  deeply  concerned  for  the 
temporary  welfare  of  the  Democratic  Party,  which  for 
the  first  time  since  Cleveland's  administration,  had 
returned  to  political  power.  The  Republican  High 
Protectionists  were  very  much  wrought  up  over  the 
new  Democratic  Tariff  for  revenue  only.  Consequently 
they  were  busily  plotting  and  laying  underground  mines 
in  order  to  blow  the  Democratic  fortress  to  pieces  at 
the  next  presidential  elections.  The  Captains  and 
Autocrats  of  Industry  naturally  made  things  as  difficult 
as  possible  for  the  Democrats,  putting  the  entire 
plutocratic  apparatus  to  work  in  order  to  dismember 
that  party,  and  attaining  great  success  in  the  effort. 
The  Democrats  in  August  1914  may  be  said  to  have 
been  standing  with  one  foot  in  the  grave,  after  having 
been  in  office  not  more  than  a  year  and  a  half.  Then 
the  war  broke  out.  When  Morgan,  Schwab  and  other 
plutocratic  captains  and  pirates  of  industry  and  finance 
who  had  foreseen  coming  events,  rushed  madly  over 
to  England  in  order  to  wallow  in  the  blood-dripping 
trough  of  war  business  and  fill  their  already  bulging 
pockets   with   war   orders,   the   weak-kneed   and    short- 
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sighted  Democratic  leaders  imagined  this  to  be  a 
blessing  for  their  party — a  heaven-sent  burst  of 
"prosperity" — that  sordid  and  sickening  cry  which  both 
parties  raise  to  gull  the  people.  They  were  blind  to 
the  curses  this  business,  based  on  blood  and  butchery, 
would  bring  in  its  train. 

Their  calculations  were  right  in  one  respect,  for  by 
letting  the  sharks  of  the  financial  world  and  the  murder 
industries  glut  themselves  on  the  blood  and  gold  of 
Europe,  they  kept  them  contented.  The  Republican 
plottings  were  stopped  and  Wilson,  the  leader  of  the 
Democratic  party,  became  a  convenient  tool  in  the 
hands  of  the  real  masters  of  the  country. 

When  you  broke  with  Woodrow  Wilson,  you  were 
afraid  to  break  with  him  boldly  as  an  opponent.  You 
did  your  utmost  to  persuade  the  public  that  in  spite 
of  outward  appearances,  there  was  no  real  conflict 
between  you,  no  falling-out  with  him— that,  on  the 
contrary,  you  had  parted  as  friends  and  that  you  would 
continue  to  support  his  policy  with  all  your  strength. 
And  this,  with  strange  human  and  political  blindness, 
you  actually  did.  Here  you  made  the  greatest,  the 
most  fatal  and  irremediable  error  of  your  entire  polit- 
ical career.  For  you  should  have  seized  this  opport- 
unity of  breaking  with  him  and  his  sinister  policy 
completely.  It  was  your  duty  as  it  would  also  have 
been  your  advantage,  to  head  an  opposition  to  him. 
Had  you  done  this  you  would  have  secured  or  rather 
restored  the  peace  of  the  world  in  1915,  you  would 
have  defeated  the  purpose  of  the  dark  powers  which 
were  working  day  and  night  to  drag  our  country  into 
the  war.  How  might  peace  have  been  served  and 
preserved?  I  have  striven  to  show  the  path,  the  only 
path  a.  true  American   president   of  the  type  of  Wash- 
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ington  and  Lincoln  would  have  pursued — in   my  open 
letter  to  Wilson. 

I  must  express  my  deep  grief  over  your  great  and 
tragic  failure.  For  you  had  all  the  material  necessary  for 
a  leader  of  democracy — honesty,  simplicity,  sincerity — 
all  but  that  impassioned  conviction  which  must  spur 
the  true  leader  to  fight  for  his  ideals  to  the  last — to  the 
last  ditch,  if  need  be.  I  recall  with  what  pleasure  I 
observed  your  simple  manners  at  the  stately  dining 
table  in  the  Holland  House — the  very  way  you  wore 
your  napkin  proclaimed  you  a  true  son  of  the  people, 
and  the  modest  grape-juice  goblet  before  you  was  also 
a  symbol  of  your  simple,  straightforward  character. 
I  knew  then  that  you  were  a  man  with  a  great  heart 
under  your  waistcoat,  the  man  that  America  needed 
in  that  perilous  hour.  It  is  said  that  the  hour  brings 
the  man,  but  it  did  not,  after  all,  bring  you. 

When  the  "War  or  Peace"  crisis  in  America  became 
acute  through  Germany's  declaration  of  her  unrestricted 
U-Bogt  warfare  against  the  tyrant  of  the  seas,  a  number 
of  American  citizens  in  Germany  and  Austria  in  great 
anxiety,  hurriedly  sent  wireless  messages  to  certain 
public  men  in  the  United  States,  (March  27,  1917). 
That  which  was  sent  to  you  read  as  follows: 

"We  cheer  your  good  work — as  will  History. 
Preserve  our  land  from  committing  monstrous 
wrong.  Let  America  sell  but  Allies  fetch.  In 
name  of  Americans  in  Germany  and  Austria. 

John  L.  Stoddard. 

I  wonder  Sir,  whether  you  ever  received  this  call  for 
peace  at  the  eleventh  hour? 

I  will  admit  that  you  did  your  utmost,  no  doubt,  to 
stop  the  militarists  and  the  war-shouters,  in  mild,  almost 
submissive    protests,    always  careful  not  to  shake  the 
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president's  authority  and  position,  though  he  was 
plainly  abusing  both.  And  when  war,  unjust,  wanton, 
felonious  war,  was  finally  declared,  you  put  yourself  in 
full  uniform,  so  to  speak,  behind  the  President's  chair. 
And  yet,  though  you  thus  supported  his  war-policy 
and  succumbed,  like  millions  of  other  spineless  Amer- 
icans, to  the  cowardly  fear  of  being  called  "disloyal," 
I  must  give  you  credit  for  your  refusal  to  join  in  the 
bellowing  chorus  of  those  who  preached  their  frenzied, 
maudlin  hatred  of  Germany.  For  in  none  of  the 
American  papers  which  reached  me  in  Europe  and 
v/hich  were  filled  with  the  reeking  hatred  of  the  two 
ex-presidents  and  other  public  men,  as  well  as  with 
their  coarse  stupidities  and  cant,  did  I  encounter  any 
similar  effusions  from  your  lips.  This  is  a  record  of 
which  you  may  be  proud,  for  so  great  was  this 
horrible  madness  that  a  man  might  indeed  feel  proud 
for  having  kept  his  senses  and  refrained  from  acting 
like  a  mad  animal.  And  I  believe  the  day  will  come 
when  these  Bulls  of  Bashan  who  bellowed  for  German 
gore  day  after  day,  will  feel  ashamed  of  themselves. 
Nevertheless,  William  Jennings  Bryan,  you  have 
contributed  your  share  to  the  dov/nfall  of  America- 
through  your  support  of  Wilson's  evil  policy,  through 
your  attempt  to  maintain  a  peace  at  any  price  with 
the  rank  and  file  of  the  Democratic  Party  and  through 
your  weak,  indefinite  and  negative  pacifism.  How 
wrong-headed  this  pacifism  was,  and  how  opposed  to 
the  real  interests  of  humanity,  cannot  be  illustrated 
better  than  by  quoting  part  of  an  article  which  appeared 
in  the  Berlin  Continental  Times,  of  Feb.  4th,  1917. 
The  writer  of  this  article,  which  bears  the  title,  "Pacifism 
in  the  Service  of  Imperialism,"  is  no  less  a  person 
than  M.  Leon  Trotzky,  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs  for 
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Russia.  With  pitiless  logic  lie  exposes  the  folly  and 
the  danger  of  your  political  actions.  His  deductions 
may  well  serve  as  a  conclusion  to  these  lines  which  1 
have  adressed  to  you: 

"Bryan  hastened  to  express  in  burning  words  the 
horror  which  the  farmers  and  the  "common  people," 
felt  towards  imperialism,  militarism  and  burdensome 
war  taxes.  But  even  whilst  sending  whole  carloads  of 
petitions  and  delegations  to  his  pacifistic  colleague  at 
Washington,  Bryan  took  steps  to  arrest  the  revolutionary 
current  of  the  movement.  "But  if  in  spite  of  every- 
thing we  should  have  war,"  Bryan  telegraphed  to  an 
anti-war  meeting  which  took  place  at  Chicago  in 
February,  "we  would  naturally  support  the  Government, 
but  until  that  moment  it  is  our  sacred  duty  to  do  all 
that  lies  in  our  power  to  protect  the  people  from  the 
horrors  of  war." 

"Words  such  as  these  contain  the  entire  program 
of  petit-bourgeois  pacifism, — "to  do  all  that  lies  in  our 
power  to  prevent  war," — this  furnishes  a  vent  to  the 
indignation  of  the  people  in  the  form  of  soothing 
manifestations  after  having  reassured  the  Government 
before  hand  with  the  guaranty  that  if  war  breaks  out, 
it  will  encounter  no  opposition  from  the   pacifist  clan." 

"Here  we  have  all  that  is  demanded  by  official 
pacifism  which  in  the  person  of  Wilson  has  already 
furnished  to  Capitalism  sufficient  proof  of  its  ardour 
in  combat.  According  to  the  declarations  of  Mr.  Bryan 
himself,  only  one  thing  is  necessary  to  silence  the 
entire  violent  opposition  to  the  war— simply  to  declare 
war.  This  is  what  Mr.  Wilson  did  and  Mr.  Bryan 
forthwith  arrayed  himself  on  the  side  of  the  government. 
And  the  "petite  bourgeoisie"  and  with  it  all  the  vast 
masses  of  workers  said  to  themselves:  "If  our  Govern- 
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ment  and  as  convinced  a  pacifist  as  Wilson  declared 
war  and  if  Bryan  himself  supports  the  Government  in 
this  question,  it  must  be  that  this  war  is,  beyond  doubt, 
honorable  and  necessary."  This  makes  clear  to  us  why 
this  bigoted  pacifism  of  the  demagogues  of  government 
is  quoted  at  so  high  a  rate  in  the  exchanges  of 
the  war  industry  and  in  the  world  of  finance." 

Hamburg,  Oct  1917. 
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TO  GOVERNOR 
CHARLES  S.  WHITMAN,  N.  Y. 

AN    OPEN    POLITICAL    LETTER 

Dear  Whitman: 

i^  ^he  glad  tidings  of  Mitchel's   much-deserved 
Rwi  <^^f^^t  bring  joy  and  hope  to  my  sorrowing 

^J|jK|  heart.    And   it  takes   my  thoughts   back  to 

kiS^^^  a  period — four  years  ago — which  you  too 
must  remember — to  November,  1913. 

Mitchel's  friends  had  managed  to  secure  a  majority 
of  110  in  the  Citizen's  Committee  for  him,  and  through 
this  he  became  a  candidate  for  the  Mayoralty  of  New 
York.  It  was  a  great  disappointment  to  your  friends 
that  you  had  not  secured  the  nomination.  Among  the 
members  of  this  Committee  were  certain  friends  of  mine 
who  did  their  utmost  for  your  interests  and  held  out 
for  you  to  the  very  last,  but  in  vain.  You  took  your 
defeat  in  a  cheerful  and  manly  spirit,  and  by  refusing 
to  run  independently  you  helped  the  Mitchel  ticket 
to  win,  thereby  defeating  the  crooked  phalanxes  of 
Tammany  Hall  and  securing  for  New  York  City  a  govern- 
ment which   at  least   promised   honesty  and   efficiency. 

You  received  letters  of  regret  from  many  friends, 
including  myself; — we  pointed  out  to  you  that  a  great 
compensation  awaited  you,  in  the  shape  of  a  still  more 
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important  political  position,— that  of  the  Governor  of 
the  State  of  New  York,  and  we  assured  you  that  we 
would  all  work  for  your  nomination.  Instead  of  seeking 
to  form  opinion  favorable  to  you  in  my  customary  quiet 
way,  I  now  took  a  more  open  stand  and  began  to 
speak  for  you  openly  and  upon  eveiy  possible  occasion. 
I  did  not  boast  of  our  common  friendship  — this  I  kept 
to  myself.  I  fought  for  you  and  talked  for  you  simply 
because  1  knew  that  you  were  honest,  sincere  and 
inspired  by  the  best  intentions  and  purposes.  Having 
been  in  the  fight  to  secure  you  the  Mayoralty,  I  now 
remained  in  the  fight  to  help  Mitchel  defeat  Tammany. 
I  was  asked  by  Mr.  Bernheimer  to  join  the  Finance 
Committee  to  aid  in  the  collection  of  funds  and  1  took 
part  in  the  meetings  of  this  committee  in  the  Fifth 
Avenue  Building. 

I  did  my  utmost  to  raise  funds,  but  was  constantly 
astonished  by  the  loose  and  inefficient  organization  of 
the  so-called  better  elements  among  the  citizens  who 
had  united  for  the  sole  purpose  of  defeating  old,  corrupt 
but  well-organized  Tammany  Hall.  Outraged  citizens 
had  arisen  before  then,  resolved  to  wipe  out  their 
corrupt  and  disgraceful  City  Government,  and  had  been 
successful  in  electing  the  men  of  their  choice.  But  after 
the  elections  they  invariably  broke  up  their  clumsy, 
expensive  and  extravagant  electoral  machine,  whilst 
Tammany,  organized  for  spoils  and  influence,  kept  its 
machine  in  the  best  running  order,  ready  for  the  very 
next  opportunity. 

Mr.  Bernheimer,  the  Chairman  of  the  Finance  Com- 
mittee, told  us,  at  the  veiy  first  meeting,  to  collect 
some  200,000  dollars— this  was  his  estimate  of  the  cost 
of  the  campaign.  This  was  much  more  easily  said  than 
done,  so  Mr.  Bernheimer  during  the  campaign,  was  forced 
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to  send  out  several  very  urgent  circular  letters  appealing 
for  more  and  more  funds.  I  wrote  Mr.  Bernheimcr 
a  letter  in  which  I  declared  that  it  would  be  easier  to 
collect  money,  if  a  written  estimate  were  to  be  shown 
in  which  the  various  expense  items,  such  as  hall  and 
office  rent,  speakers,  printing,  advertisement  and  general 
campaign  expenses  were  given.  As  we  were  business- 
men who  went  to  other  businessmen  for  funds,  we  should 
be  in  a  position  to  approach  them  with  a  business 
proposition.  In  short  we  ought  to  be  able  to  say:  so 
much  is  needed  for  the  proposed  campaign,  so  much 
we  have  already  collected  and  so  much  more  will  be 
required.  Furthermore  1  wrote  Mr.  B.  that  my  friends 
and  1  would  certainly  be  interested  in  knowing  after 
the  campaign  how  our  money  had  been  expended,  and 
I  suggested  a  statement  which  would  also  be  a  record 
and  serve  as  an  example  to  be  followed  in  other  cam- 
paigns. Mr.  B.  replied  that  he  would  gladly  give  his 
accounting  after  the  election,  with  full  list  of  items,  etc. 
We  citizens  considered  our  time  and  money  well 
spent  in  the  interests  of  honest,  efficient  city  govern- 
ment and  we  were  overjoyed  when  Mitchel  was  elected, 
after  which  we  retired  to  our  ordinary  business  and 
social  circles.  I  am  one  of  the  many  unobtrusive 
citizens  who  have  never  met  Mayor  Mitchel  in  person, 
nor  any  of  his  city  officials.  1  do  not  know  whether 
any  of  the  simple  citizens  who  helped  Mitchel  to  win  his 
office  were  thoughtfully  rewarded  by  any  of  the  plums 
at  his  disposal,  for  I  heard  little  of  the  inner  workings 
of  the  Clan  Mitchel.  We  had  done  our  duty  as  plain  and 
honest  citizens  and  now  we  might  quietly  retire  into  our 
former  political  obscurity.  But  the  newly-risen  stars  upon 
the  political  horizon  shone  all  the  brighter  after  the 
good  and  timid  little  citizens  had  helped  them  to  ascend. 
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It  was  the  same  kind  of  worthy  men  who  voted  for 
you  by  the  tens  of  thousands  when,  in  November,  1914, 
you  were  a  candidate  for  the  Governership  of  the  State, 
and  the  election  was  overshadowed  by  the  European 
War.  It  was  the  same  sort  of  quiet  and  seemly  citizens, 
intermingled  with  Irish-Americans  ready  to  show  their 
teeth,  and  with  German-Americans  ready  to  clench  their 
friendly  hands  into  fists,  who  have  just  now  (Nov.  1917) 
elected  Hylan  with  an  enormous  majority  over  England's 
tame  puppet  Mitchel  and  his  crew  of  Wall  Street  and 
Washington  war-shouters.  If  you  read  it  aright,  this  is  in 
the    nature    of    hand-writing    upon    the    wall    for  you. 

It  reads  that  if  you,  Charles  Whitman,  were  to  attempt 
to  secure  a  second  term  as  Governor,  that  you,  as  the 
war-governor  would  go  down  to  defeat  in  1918  as  surely 
as  Mitchel  the  war-mayor  went  down  in  1917.  Every 
public  man  who  has  had  anything  to  do  with  this 
accursed  war  will  in  due  time  lose  his  "job."  The  day 
will  come  when  all  these  who  have  become  over-rich 
with  the  blood-dripping  money,  will  be  forced  to  give 
a  strict  accounting  to  the  plain  people,  the  masses 
whom  they  have  robbed,  sold,  betrayed. 

I  confess  that  I  am  surprised  that  you,  Charles  Whit- 
man, you  who  once  had  so  firm  and  warm-hearted  a 
belief  in  the  masses — in  spite  of  your  years  of  ser- 
vice as  a  magistrate,  years  in  which  you  came  face 
to  face  with  all  that  was  dark  and  evil  in  them — you 
who  declared  that  you  believed  that  the  average  man 
never  intends  to  commit  wrong,  that  you  whom  these 
masses  elected  to  all  the  high  offices  you  hold  and 
have  held,  should  turn  War  Governor  for  the  classes 
and  shoulder  their  golden  banner. 

As  the  son  of  a  poor  clergyman  you  had  had  an 
excellent   example   set  you   likewise    to   give   up    your 
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life  to  public  service  and  to  raising  the  tone  and 
standards  of  American  politics.  On  the  last  day  of 
Seth  Low's  administration,  he  appointed  you  as  a  mag- 
istrate, much  to  the  annoyance  of  the  office -hungry 
Tammany  crowd  just  then  coming  in.  Soon  afterwards 
you  and  I  met  on  the  yacht  of  our  friend  Pratt  on  a 
pleasure  cruise  along  the  coast  of  Maine.  We  shared 
a  cabin  on  the  "Grilse"  and  soon  we  two  bachelors 
felt  as  though  we  were  old-time  friends,  and  indeed 
we  soon  became  fast  friends.  We  saw  much  of  each 
other  in  New  York,  for  we  lived  within  two  blocks 
of  each  other  just  off  Fifth  Avenue.  We  were  soon  on 
most  intimate  terms.  I  took  great  interest  in  your 
high  and  honorable  post  as  a  magistrate  and  frequently 
sat  with  you  upon  your  bench  in  court,  listening  at- 
tentively to  you  as  you  administered  justice.  You  were 
so  profoundly  serious  and  conscientious  in  the  perform- 
ance of  your  duties  that  any  man  who  knew  you  must 
have  wished  that  you  be  given  an  opportunity  to  devote 
your  ideals  and  energies  to  the  welfare  of  the  people  at 
large  as  the  incumbent  of  some  important  public  office. 
When  I  praised  you  for  the  uplifting  moral  lessons 
you  bestowed  upon  the  people,  you  would  always  say 
that  you  were  doing  nothing  beyond  your  sworn  duty. 
The  law  was  for  you  the  one  supreme  thing  and  you 
had  pledged  yourself  to  uphold  it.  You  were  most 
grateful  to  Fortune,  and  I  shall  never  forget  the  night 
when  we  were  both  gazing  out  of  the  window  of  my 
— or  rather  Schwarzie's — bachelor  apartment  on  the 
twelfth  story  of  the  "Mansfield,"  and  you  said  dream- 
ingly  and  with  considerable  emotion:  "This  town  has 
been  good  to  me — to  me,  the  poor  Connecticut  boy." 
And  the  town  continued  to  be  good  to  you,  for  its 
best  citizens  elected  you  to  be  their  District  Attorney. 
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Then  came  the  notorious  Rosenfeld  murder  case,  and 
with  it  the  chance  for  you  to  show  what  stuff  you 
were  made  of.  Fearlessly  you  brought  the  heavy  hand 
of  justice  to  bear  upon  the  criminals — neither  brutal 
threat  nor  huge  bribe  could  make  you  waver  for  a 
moment.  The  people  of  New  York  City,  though 
ashamed,  indignant,  and  aroused  over  the  fathomless 
corruption  of  their  police  department  whose  members 
did  not  stop  short  even  of  murder — hailed  you  as  their 
guardian  of  wounded  civic  honor.  You  became  not 
only  the  hero  of  the  City  and  the  State  of  New  York, 
but  of  the  whole  nation.  Had  a  presidential  election 
been  imminent,  who  knows  but  the  waves  of  popularity 
would  have  carried  your  name  foremost  at  the  conventions 
and  you,  perhaps,  into  the  presidential  chair?  What 
course  you  would  have  taken  had  it  been  your  fortune 
to  enter  the  White  House  instead  of  Wilson,  I  cannot 
say,  for  your  opinions  and  actions  since  you  became 
War  Governor  have  been  veiled,  so  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  with  an  impenetrable  cloud  of  poison  gas. 
And  yet  there  were  signs  which  you  could  not  conceal, 
Mr.  Charles  S.  Whitman. 

When  you  had  become  Governor-Elect,  1  wrote  you 
asking  you  to  visit  the  German  Red  Cross  Bazar 
which  was  then  being  held  in  New  York— in  December, 
1914.  1  wrote  you  that  the  traduced  and  slandered 
German-American  needed  every  friend,  and  that  if 
you  would  come  and  say  a  few  words  as  Governor- 
Elect,  they  would  be  much  appreciated.  You  refused 
politely,  saying  you  had  not  the  time.  This  was  not 
fair  nor  just  on  your  part,  for  tens  of  thousands  of 
those  very  German-American  fellow-citizens  of  yours 
had  found  time  to  go  and  vote  for  you  a  few  weeks 
previously.     What    political    game   were   you    playing? 
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Was  it  already  the  cold,  corrupting  finger  of  Wall 
Street  of  which  you  stood  in  fear,  or  had  the  presi- 
dential bee  already  begun  to  hum  about  your  head? 
Or  was  it  that  moral  cowardice  which  turns  men  into 
dish-clouts  in  our  land,  the  cowardice  which  springs 
from  the  fear  of  doing  the  right  and  proper  thing  if 
the  shadow  of  unpopularity  hover  over  it?  Well,  there 
were  men  who  did  not  fear,  men  such  as  Mr.  MacAnany, 
the  President  of  the  Boroughs  of  Manhattan,  who  came 
to  the  bazar,  and  made  a  little  speech  and  was  not 
afraid  to  say — even  in  war-time — what  every  American 
candidate  has  said  for  the  last  hundred  years,  namely, 
that  the  German-American  element  were  amongst  the 
very  best  citizens  of  which  the  U.  S.  could  boast. 

But  the  criminal  greed  of  Wall  Street  and  the  ulcerous 
press  that  is  its  creature  had  changed  all  that  -since 
the  August  days  of  1914.  German-American  store- 
keepers and  tradespeople  were  boycotted,  clerks  and 
employes  were  discharged  by  native-born  Americans 
for  the  simple  reason  that  they  had  been  born  in 
Germany  —an  exhibition  of  caddishness  and  meanness 
inexplicable  to  the  average  German.  It  was  fairly  clear, 
Charles  Whitman,  that  you  trembled  before  these 
cowards  and  bigots  — that  you  were  afraid  of  displeasing 
them  by  appearing  at  a  German -American  Bazar 
given  in  the  sign  of  the  Red  Cross.  Were  you  already 
committed  to  an  anti-German  policy?  Hundreds  of 
thousands  of  German -Americans  demand  that  this 
question  be  answered. 

By  not  coming  to  that  Bazar  you  failed  to  take  the 
first  step  towards  becoming  the  man  of  the  hour,  a 
true  American  patriot  of  the  breed  of  Washington  and 
Lincoln.  Then  and  there  was  your  opportunity  to 
proclaim  the  equality  of  all  American  citizens  of  what- 
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soever  birth  or  descent.  Your  voice  should  have  been 
for  peace.  You  should  have  cried  aloud  to  the  uttermost 
ends  of  our  country:  "Let  us  remain  at  peace  in  our 
beloved  land — let  us  try  to  bring  peace  to  other  less 
fortunate  countries."  You  should  have  flung  yourself 
heart  and  soul  into  the  passing  of  the  Embargo  Law, 
prohibiting  the  inhumane  exportation  of  war  materials, 
not  only  because,  as  Wilson  himself  had  declared,  it 
was  the  best  custom  for  neutral  nations  to  follow,  but 
because  it  was  the  only  thing  which  would  have  raised 
the  standards  and  ideals  of  humanity.  You  should 
have  sworn  to  keep  your  country  clean,  sworn  that  it 
would  not  earn  one  red  copper  by  selling,  directly  or 
indirectly,  death-dealing  war  material  to  the  belligerent 
nations.  A  leader  of  national  repute, was  needed  to 
head  the  movement  for  honest  neutrality,  a  movement 
which  would  have  stopped  the  flow  of  blood  of  millions 
of  men  and  the  tears  of  hundreds  of  millions  of  men, 
women  and  children. 

Justice,  Reason,  Humanity,  True  Patriotism,  would 
all  have  been  on  the  side  of  such  a  leader.  The 
money-lust  of  the  financial  circles  could  have  been 
easily  satisfied  during  the  early  part  of  1915  by  buying 
up  all  the  available  war  material  in  the  States,  for 
America  sadly  needed  arms  for  defense.  This  leader 
could  have  stood  on  a  rock  bottom  platform  of  splendid 
American  principles.  He  would  have  been  able  to 
demand  from  England  free  passage  for  all  American 
food-stuffs,  cotton,  and  other  non-contraband  to  the 
whole  of  Europe  by  threatening  to  close  all  our  ports 
to  English  ships.  The  whole  •  farming  country,  the 
backbone  of  the  States,  would  have  supported  this 
demand.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  England  would 
have   been    forced   to   give   up   her  cruel    and    lawless 
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hunger  blockade,  and  there  would  never  have  been  a 
"Lusitania"  case,  nor  the  just  though  rigorous  unrestrict- 
ed U-boat  warfare.  That  the  horror  of  the  world  war 
spread  wider  and  wider — for  this  the  English-bred  and 
Wall  Street  led  professor  of  English  history  who  defiles 
the  presidential  chair  with  the  putrescence  of  countless 
corpses  and  his  own  soul,  is  solely  and  wholly  to  blame. 
And  the  blood,  the  agony  and  the  ruin  which  cling  to 
him — of  these  things  you  too  are  not  altogether  guiltless. 
For  when  you,  Charles  Whitman,  beheld  this  un- 
American  president  trampling  every  principle  of  justice 
under  foot  and  performing  the  labors  of  a  scullion  and 
a  galley-slave  for  his  beloved  England,  it  was  your 
manifest  duty  as  the  Governor  of  the  Empire  State 
and  also  as  a  simple  citizen,  to  raise  your  voice  against 
the  debauching  of  our  national  policies.  Your  voice 
would  have  reached  the  farthest  corners  of  our  land. 
You  missed  a  glorious  opportunity  for  becoming  one 
of  the  foremost  men  in  the  history  of  the  Republic. 
Even  had  you  failed  with  your  platform,  even  had  you 
been  hounded  out  of  the  Governor's  chair,  or  suffered 
slander  or  even  imprisonment  as  a  "German  spy,"  — 
even  had  everything  gone  down  to  folly  and  degradation 
as  it  did — you  would  have  remained  one  of  the  few 
really  great  Americans.  And  all  this  would  have  been 
far,  far  better  than  becoming  a  War  Governor  in  the 
service  of  Wall  Street  the  infamous.  The  coming  day, 
the  coming  age  belong  to  the  man  of  the  masses,  not 
to  the  man  of  the  classes,  not  to  him  who  shares  their 
blood-stained  reign  and  gain.  Look  at  La  Follette, 
you  fallen  man — watch  him  ascend  to  his  true  place 
as  leader  of  the  people  you  have  helped  to  betray. 
His  name  will  be  spoken  in  love  and  honor  when  the 
names    of  Wilson    and    his    tools    and    dupes,    all   the 
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traitors  to  America  and  the  American  people,  will  be 
covered  with  infamy  and  uttered  with  execration. 

When  I— ^  German  born  — think  of  these  things,  the 
profoundest  shame  seizes  me  and  my  blood  rises  to  the 
boiling-point.  How  much  more  keenly  ought  you  to 
feel  it,  Charles  Whitman,  —  how  much  more  keenly  you 
will  feel  it  when  the  golden  mountains  of  your  Wall 
Street  masters  melt  before  your  eyes  and  you  at  last 
see  upon  what  they  have  been  reared — national  infamy, 
personal  degradation  and  a  waste  of  graves. 

You  were  always  anxious  to  make  a  fortune  for 
yourself,  and  though  this  may  not  be  a  supreme  goal, 
it  is  nevertheless  human  and  understandable.  You  felt 
that  you  had  served  the  public  long  enough  and  faith- 
fully and  that  you  owed  it  to  yourself  to  look  after 
your  future.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  in  our 
country  the  servants  of  the  public  are  not  entitled 
to  a  pension,  and  are  therefore  compelled  after  serving 
their  terms  of  office,  to  return  to  their  trades  or  pro- 
fessions in  order  to  lay  something  aside  for  a  rainy 
day.  When  you  were  at  the  very  height  of  your  career 
as  District  Attorney  I  visited  you  at  your  offices  and 
you  told  me  of  your  wish  to  retire  and  take  up  your 
law  practice  again.  You  still  had  two  years  of  office 
before  you.  I  besought  you  in  the  most  urgent  terms 
not  to  retire,  since  that  would  be  something  like  a 
betrayal  of  the  people  who  had  voted  for  you  to  remain 
in  office  for  a  term  of  four  years.  I  was  therefore  glad 
to  hear  that  you  had  decided  once  more  to  sacrifice 
your  interests  to  those  of  the  people  and  to  serve  your 
four  years  in  full. 

That  the  people  had  faith  in  you  was  proved  by 
their  electing  you  to  be  Governor  in  November,  1914. 
But   have  you   done  your   duty   towards    these    people 
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since  then?  I  myself  am  able  to  judge  your  conduct 
only  up  to  the  date  of  my  departure  for  Europe  on 
Oct.  2nd,  1915,  and  I  can  conscientiously  say:  No! 

You  failed  to  warn  or  restrain  the  venomous  press 
of  New  York  which  was  doing  its  utmost  to  create 
hatred,  strife  and  mistrust  among  American  citizens 
descended  from  various  European  nations.  You  failed  to 
raise  your  voice  in  loud  protest  against  the  shameless 
actions  of  the  Morganite  war-shouters.  You  failed  to  calm 
the  excited  and  misled  masses  by  speaking  a  word 
for  truth,  decency  and  reasonableness.  You  saw  these 
masses  in  the  toils  of  the  accursed  newspaper  and 
financial  gangs  and  you  struck  no  blow  in  their  de- 
fense, spoke  no  word  for  their  enlightenment.  No 
protest  came  from  you  when  Wilson  turned  from  the 
straight  and  narrow  path  of  honest  neutrality  and 
insolently  displayed  his  English  partiality,  his  crude 
injustice  to  millions  of  your  fellow-citizens.  There  and 
then  was  your  opportunity  for  rising  to  your  full 
stature  like  a  full  -  blooded  American  and  saving 
America  for  the  Americans.  More  than  once  did  I  feel 
impelled  to  write  you  in  1915  and  exhort  you  to  rescue 
the  country  and  the  people  whom  Wilson  and  the 
Anglomaniac  lick-spittles  had  betrayed. 

Despite  your  failure  to  show  independence,  fairness 
and  magnanimity  when  asked  to  attend  the  German 
Red  Cross  Bazar  in  1914,  I  was  not  yet  discouraged 
in  my  attempts  to  make  you  see  the  light.  Shortly 
afterwards  we  met  each  other  at  the  banquet  of  the 
Merchant's  Association  at  the  Waldorf-Astoria.  You  — 
as  tlie  Governor-elect—  were  to  be  one  of  the  speakers. 
Whilst  you  were  walking  through  the  Assembly  Hall 
you  met  me.  "Hello,  Hansen,"  you  said,  gave  me  a 
casual,    politician's    hand-shake,    and    dived    into    the 
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crowd  to  wait  for  the  call  to  dinner.  I  knew  at  once 
that  our  former  friendship  had  evaporated, — I  had  be- 
come for  you  merely  a  man  with  a  vote,  a  little  frag- 
ment of  the  masses  whose  support  you  found  useful. 
Had  you  been  possessed  with  a  proper  appreciation 
of  human  values,  had  you  been  able  to  recognize  and 
honor  a  loyal  friend,  you  would  not  have  acted  thus, 
for  you  were  well  aware  that  I  had  never  been  among 
those  who  had  sponged  either  upon  your  time  or  your 
patronage.  You  had  indeed  become  the  politician  with 
all  the  politician's  shifts  and  ingratitude  towards  those 
whom  you  now  considered  as  mere  political  dust — for 
the  friend  you  forgot.  Yet,  though  I  had  excellent 
reasons  for  feeling  aggrieved,  I  strove  to  excuse  your 
conduct. 

It  is  not  my  purpose  to  bring  up  my  own  personal 
complaints — since  the  charges  I  level  against  you  far 
outweigh  these,  and  deal  with  weightier  issues.  But 
I  may  be  permitted  to  remind  you  that,  despite  our 
former  close  associations,  you  failed  to  ask  me  to 
attend  your  inauguration  at  Albany,  or  to  visit  you  at 
the  Governor's  mansion.  And  yet  your  memory  was 
good  enough  not  to  forget  to  invite  the  wealthy  Swiss 
friends  to  whom  I  had  introduced  you.  When  I  re- 
turned from  California  and  wired  you  as  to  when  I 
might  see  you — no  answer  came  to  my  hotel.  A  pol- 
itical light-weight  such  as  myself  no  longer  figured 
in  your  calculations.  I  do  not  know  why,  yet  I  once 
more  made  concessions  and  sought  you  out  at  the 
Capitol.  We  chatted  and  you  even  asked  me  to  spend 
the  evening  with  you,  but  as  I  am  able  to  recognize 
sincerity  in  a  spoken  invitation,  and  also  the  want  of 
it,  I  politely  declined,  pleading  the  urgency  of  my  re- 
turn to  the  city. 
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I  have  no  illusions  about  the  permanency  of  bachelor 
friendships,  and  I  knew  that  when  you  married,  a 
change  in  our  relationship  would  naturally  ensue  — not 
to  speak  of  the  whirl  of  politics  that  absorbed  you. 
You  wife  became  your  social  and  also  your  political 
manager  and  as  a  step-ladder  to  fetch  the  Charles  S. 
Whitmans  a  little  higher  up  in  life,  I  was  certainly 
not  so  useful  as  others.  1  will  return  to  Mrs.  Whit- 
man anon,  for  though  1  have  no  desire  to  introduce 
her  name  into  this  indictment,  it  is  nevertheless 
essential  that  it  be  not  left  out. 

I  have  always  been  a  strong  advocate  of  woman 
suffrage  in  the  United  States,  though  free,  I  hope, 
from  the  sickly  worship  of  women  per  se — which  has 
served  to  reduce  American  masculinity  to  such  abject 
and  subject  a  condition.  Therefore  when  I  read  in 
an  American  newspaper  which  reached  me  yesterday 
that  you  had  appeared  at  a  Woman  Suffrage  Meeting 
at  the  Metropolitan  Opera  House — and  with  Roosevelt 
on  the  same  stage— I  felt  a  certain  interest.  The  war 
against  Germany  must  have  served  to  heal  your  differ- 
ences with  the  former  Rough  Rider  and  the  present 
Rough  Liar.  Whilst  the  ex-president  still  had  the 
gloriole  of  his  high  office,  his  African  hunting-trip 
and  his  triumphal  European  court  journey  about  his 
head,  you  found  the  courage  to  oppose  him  on  many 
points  and  to  say  so.  But  after  this  braying  mule  of 
American  politics  had  fizzled  out  and  had  shown 
himself  to  be  a  common,  blatant  Jingo  war  lunatic, 
spouting  his  ill-digested  filth  and  venom  over  our 
German -American  fellow -citizens,  you,  though  you 
knew  every  word  Roosevelt  uttered  to  be  a  lie,  did 
not  find  the  courage  to  speak  one  word  in  defense 
of  the  millions  whom  he  slandered.    For,  1  repeat,  you 
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knew  from  years  of  public  experience,  that  there  were 
amongf  American  citizens  none  more  loyal  and  more 
law-abiding  than  precisely  these  German-Americans. 
Yet  you  did  not  open  your  mouth,  Charles  Whitman, 
either  against  the  incendiary  trash  uttered  by  the 
Arch-hypocrite  in  the  White  House  with  regard  to 
hyphenated  Americans — himself  one  of  the  grossest 
specimens  of  an  Anglo-American  hyphenate  since  all 
his  parents  and  grandparents  with  the  exception  of 
his  father,  were  foreigners  —  or  against  the  ribald- 
ries of  the  war-whooping  caveman. 

Devotion  to  facts  and  an  appreciation  of  influences 
force  me  to  return  to  Mrs.  Whitman.  Now  that  women 
stand  at  the  threshhold  of  full  citizen's  rights,  the  right 
for  a  fellow-citizen  to  criticize  them  cannot  be  denied. 
You  were  pleased  to  confide  to  me  the  history  of  your 
wooing — I  remember  very  well  how  and  when  you  told 
me  of  your  engagement  to  Miss  Hitchcock — to  "Oily." 
The  young  lady  had  cut  quite  a  dash  with  the  splendour 
of  her  costumes,  and  even  some  envy,  for  it  was  pointed 
out  that  these  must  be  a  mighty  drain  upon  the  purse 
of  her  good  father— the  keeper  of  a  popular-priced 
restaurant  down  town,  chiefly  dependent  upon  the 
patronage  of  newsboys.  I  knew  that  you  v/ere  not  the 
man  to  marry  an  empty-headed  doll;  you  wanted  char- 
acter, intelligence  and  comradeship,  and  a  wife  who 
could  and  would  bear  you  children.  All  this  you  found 
in  Miss  Hitchcock.  I  was  delighted  when  you  married 
and  when  your  little  girl  arrived  and  later  on  a  little 
son,  I  rejoiced  with  you.  It  would  have  been  difficult 
to  imagine  a  happier  family  life.  Hand  in  hand  with 
your  wife  you  stepped  from  one  high  office  to  another, 
until  you  reached  the  highest  within  the  gift  of  the 
state.     I    was   content    to    watch    your    progress    from 
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afar,  and  to  wish  you  well  -  without  inlrufling  upon 
your  time. 

But  soon  there  were  signs  that  the  usual  process  of 
moral  disintegration  had  begun  to  attack  you.  Social 
ambitions  became  apparent.  You  took  a  small  cottage 
at  Newport  for  the  summer  and  diligently  Mrs.  Whitman 
began  to  climb  the  social  ladder.  As  the  wife  of  the 
well-known  District  Attorney,  she  was  thought  worthy 
of  being  cultivated  by  the  wives  of  the  Wall  Street 
magnates.  You  had  been  stung  by  new  and  poisonous 
ambitions,  so  you,  the  son  of  a  poor  minister,  a  man  who 
had  been  elected  by  the  masses,  went  and  deliberately 
thrust  your  head  into  the  dangerous  lairs  of  the  robber 
classes,  the  financial  wolves  and  foxes.  No  doubt  you 
felt  flattered  when  forbidden  doors  were  suddenly  opened 
to  you  and  your  Oily.  And  no  doubt  you  had  an  eye 
to  your  law  practice — and  its  resumption  in  days  to 
come  — when  an  acquaintance  with  the  nabobs  of  the 
trusts  would  not  prove  unprofitable.  You  srnelt  money 
in  this  atmosphere,  the  yellow,  all-conquering  stuff—  of 
which  you  longed  to  make  your  little  pile  for  the  rainy 
day  to  come.  But  the  pile  had  become  bigger  and 
bigger  in  your  estimation.  Once  in  the  tread- mill, 
once  the  judicial  champion  of  the  big  corporations,  was 
it  likely  that  your  ideas  of  what  constituted  a  proper 
pile  would  remain  what  they  had  been?  The  American 
virus  had  entered  into  your  blood,  and  it  was  eating 
away  unseen — inside,  Charles  Whitman — deep  down 
inside. 

Your  ideals  of  happiness  had  surely  changed.  And  yet 
the  searching  looks  at  close  range  which  you  and  your 
wife  must  have  had  behind  the  scenes  in  the  drawing- 
rooms  of  Newport  and  New  York,  in  the  homes  of  the 
Rich  and  the  Richest,  should  have  convinced  you   both 
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that  great  wealth  hardly  furnishes  a  suitable  soil  for 
such  delicate  flowers  as  happiness,  morality  and  content- 
ment. No  doubt  you  both  felt  that  the  brains  and 
cleverness  which  distinguished  you  were  far  more 
deserving  of  all  these  material  prizes  than  the  reeking 
rich  numbskulls  and  their  florid  and  soulless  wives.  And 
so  in  the  diseased  yearning  and  thirst  for  money,  the 
clever  Charles  S.  Whitmans  sank  to  the  frantic,  feverish 
dollar -chasing  American  mob  whose  one  ideal  is 
"success" — which  means  to  it  only  money — sterile, 
dead,  mechanical  puppets  of  money-getting. 

In  visions  you  and  your  wife  saw  yourselves  living 
lavishly,  playing  the  brilliant  hosts  to  a  huge  rout  of 
"friends" — city  mansion,  country  and  mountain  mansion, 
shooting-boxes,  piles  of  the  best  Havana  cigars,  and 
streams  of  expensive  drinks — all  the  outer  paraphernalia 
of  riches  with  which  the  American  parvenu  imagines  he 
is  having  a  good  time.  You  were  not  the  man  to  be 
eaten  up  with  envy  of  your  plutocratic  friends,  and 
yet  the  wish,  nay,  the  lust  to  possess  a  huge  crop  of 
dollars  seems  to  be  planted  deep  in  every  Anglo- 
American  heart — male  and  female.  And  the  empty 
barren  life  of  showy  externals  which  is  the  distinguishing 
feature  of  our  civilization. 

I  do  not  known  how  far  you  have  progressed  along 
the  Road  that  Leads  to  Perdition  of  Soul  and  Character. 
Will  not  your  intelligence,  your  appreciation  of  true 
values,  the  old-fashioned,  clean  patriotism  which  once 
inspired  you,  turn  you  back  from  the  road  to  Newport 
and  the  palaces  of  Fifth  Avenue,  and  bring  you  once 
more  to  the  common  people  who  elected  you  to  high 
offices  because  of  their  faith  in  you?  The  People  are 
in  sore  need  of  leaders,  but  not  of  leaders  who  hob-nob 
and   dally  with   their   torturers  and  blood-leeches — the 
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accursed  crew  of  Wall  Street  vampires-  the  beasts  that 
batten  on  war  and  the  unutterable  misery  of  mankind. 
The  crying  need  of  our  land  is  for  Americans  of  the 
Washington,  Jefferson  and  Lincoln  type.  Cannot  Lincoln 
any  longer  inspire  you  with  his  simplicity,  sincerity  and 
true  manly  nobility  of  soul?  He  was  of  a  different 
breed  from  the  dollar  hunters. 

Turn  back,  Charles  Whitman,  and  take  your  wife  and 
children  by  the  hand,  and  leave  the  road  to  Wealth. 
You  shall  never  want,  and  the  simple  dress  of  a  people's 
tribune  will  do  you  more  honor  than  the  gorgeous 
apparel  of  the  rich.  Do  not  debase  your  talents  by 
prostituting  them  to  the  low  level  of  a  corporation 
lawyer  who  merely  rivets  more  firmly  the  burdens 
which  the  people  bear  upon  their  backs  and  protects 
the  ill-gotten  wealth  of  their  despoilers.  Whitman! 
become  once  more  a  man  of  the  masses  and  lead  them 
to  real  freedom,  to  real  equality — such  as  has  been 
promised  them  by  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 

I  am  writing  this  appeal  to  you  as  an  exile  in  the 
land  of  my  birth.  My  business  affairs  induced  me  to 
leave  New  York  on  October  1915  with  my  young  wife 
for  Scandinavia  and  Germany.  For  a  statement  which 
I  made  and  which  I  knew  to  be  nothing  but  the  naked 
truth,  Wilson's  un-American  government  sought  to 
inflict  a  petty  revenge  upon  me  by  robbing  me  of  my 
passport  at  the  Hamburg  Consulate  in  April,  1916. 
And  without  a  passport  I  was  unable  to  obtain  passage 
upon  a  steamer  for  the  States,  and  to  cast  my  vote  in 
the  elections  of  the  Fall  of  1916.  It  is  a  long,  long 
chapter  of  mental  suffering  and  spiritual  agony  which 
I  euid  all  true  Americans  who  remained  in  Germany 
might  relate  of  what  we  went  through  when  we  saw  our 
country,  envenomed  by  a  criminal  press  and  misled  by 
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a  fanatic,  turn  traitor  to  the  cause  of  humanity  and 
peace  by  declaring  war  against  Germany.  The  few  of 
us  left  behind  strove  our  utmost  to  stem  the  floods 
of  calumny,  falsehood,  hatred,  lunacy  and  blood-lust. 
In  our  despair  and  helplessness  we  sent  wireless  appeals 
to  the  president  and  the  leaders  in  Congress.  Through 
the  wireless  station  at  Nauen  I  likewise  sent  the  following 
wireless  message  to  you: 

Nauen,  March  30,   1917 

Governor  Whitman,  New  York: 

Patriotic  Americans  in  Germany  pray  for  few  strong 
men  who  fight  against  wanton  war  which  history  and 
humanity  must  condemn.  Let  America  sell.  Allies 
fetch.  Plenty  room  outside  war  zone  for  American  ships 
to  do  iw.mense  business.  As  Governor  of  State  you 
can  do  wonders  to  preserve  peace. 

Ferdinand  Hansen. 

I  do  not  know  whether  you  ever  received  that  message? 
Or  whether  it  was  suppressed  by  a  government  which 
warred  against  the  truth  before  it  warred  against  a 
people  which  had  ever  been  its  best  friend. 

I  have  spent  over  two  years  of  the  terrible  war  in 
Germany,  taking  care  of  my  wife  and  children  and 
doing  my  share  of  relieving  as  much  as  possible  the 
immense  suffering — to  which  we  Americans  contributed 
long  ere  the  man  in  the  White  House  raised  his  cowardly 
hand  to  strike.  The  war  has  completely  changed  me  and 
made  a  large  hole  in  my  purse.  I  am  no  longer  the 
self-satisfied,  prosperous  business  man.  Never  again 
will  1  have  anything  to  do  with  the  chasing  of  dollars. 
The  only  chasing  I  shall  henceforth  do  in  America 
will  be  to   help   chase   the    unworthy   and  the   unclean 

56 


out  of  public  offices.  In  short  I  have  retired  from 
business  and  shall  enter  politics  with  the  sole  object 
of  helping  the  best  men  to  the  helm  of  the  city,  state 
and  national  governments.  I  know  it  will  be  a  road 
full  of  perils  and  disappointments,  but  the  honor  of  my 
citizenship  has  been  grossly  outraged,  and  I  intend  to 
have  full  satisfaction  not  only  for  myself  but  for  all 
other  true  American  citizens  who  had  only  the  welfare 
of  their  country  and  their  people  at  heart,  and  yet  were 
subjected  to  untold  persecution,  insult  and  suspicion. 
Will  you,  Charles  S.  Whitman,  become  the  prophet, 
the  leader  of  the  new,  the  real  Americanism  of  the 
men  and  women  of  the  United  States? 

Hamburg,  Nov.  1917. 


AN  AFTERMATH. 

Et  tu,  Brute!  Thus  might  I  cry  today.  It  is  the 
first  time  that  I  have  heard  your  voice  in  the  press — 
amid  the  bowlings  of  the  war  hyenas.  It  appears,  indeed, 
as  if  the  sons  of  ministers  of  the  Gospel — like  Wilson — 
had  a  rare  gift  for  acting  the  part  of  human  blood- 
hounds, of  rabid  inciters  of  the  blind  masses  to  commit 
further  crimes  and  follies.  At  this  great  distance,  and 
seeing  American  papers  only  occasionally,  I  have  not 
heard  your  voice  before.  No  doubt  you  have  already 
distinguished  yourself  many  times. 

The  Sun  of  December  the  12  th,  1916,  brings  me 
the  following  headlines:  "Whitman  Thaws  Brooklyn 
Chill.  Governor's  Patriotic  Finale  at  Republican  Meeting 
wins   Leader's   Cheers."     And    the    following    is    what 
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melted  the  ice  from  the  regular  meeting  of  the  King's 
County  Republican  Committee  in  Kismet  Temple  on 
December  the  11th,  1917: 

"And  when  Governor  Whitman  spoke  of  the  fighting 
lads  who  some  day,  somewhere  in  Germany,  will  drive 
the  Hun  in  his  hole,  the  crowd  literally  jumped  to  its 
collective  Brooklyn  feet  and  yelled  its  head  off."  You, 
Charles  Whitman,  will  "some  day,  somewhere  in 
America"  give  me  a  personal  accounting  for  this  insult 
to  the  great  people  whose  blood  flows  in  my  veins.  It 
is  certain  that,  following  the  instincts  of  the  demagogue 
of  the  baser  sort  which  you  have  become,  you  merely 
used  your  shoddy  and  vulgar  catch-phrases  to  get  your 
applause  from  the  dolts  whom  such  things  impress. 
Nevertheless  for  this  "Hun"  I  shall  demand  from  you 
full  personal  satisfaction.  You  may  offer  me  the  excuse 
that  you  were  forced  to  howl  with  the  wolves — it  is 
an  excuse  which  is  invahd  and  which  I  reject  in  advance. 

And  who  are  these  "fighting  lads?"  The  black 
Americans?  Those  of  the  24th  U.  S.  Infantiy  who 
shot  up  Houston,  Texas?  The  sanie  copy  of  the  "Sun" 
brings  me  the  news  under  this  heading:  "No  Trace 
Left  of  13  Negroes.  Hung  for  Riots.  Life  Sentence 
for  41."  Or  will  they  be  the  white  lads  from  the 
Bridge  District  of  Brooklyn,  or  from  New  York's  Hell 
Kitchen,  or  from  the  Chicago  alley  and  slaughter-house 
district  gangs,  or  from  the  Barbary  Coast  of  San 
Francisco? 

As  a  former  New  York  District  Attorney  you  possess 
particular  facilities  for  forming  whole  regiments  of 
professional  gunmen  and  letting  them  "drive  the  Hun 
to  his  hole,  somewhere  in  Germany."  But  you  would 
find  little  of  the  elements  I  have  mentioned— the  scum 
of  the  earth — you  would  find  little  of  them  in  Germany, 
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the  "hole"  of  the  Hun.  The  ribaldry  with  which  you 
have  polluted  yourself  and  all  that  is  fair,  dignified 
and  manly  in  a  public  official,  also  constitutes  the 
thanks  which  you  have  doled  out  to  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  orderly  and  peaceable  American  citizens 
who  elected  you  to  the  post  you  have  defiled.  Like 
the  veriest  hooligan  on  the  Bowery  you  insult  their 
blood  and  birth  and  wish  to  see  their  beautiful  old 
Fatherland  invaded  and  destroyed  and  their  next-of-kin 
butchered  by  some  of  the  professional  criminals  whom 
Uncle  Sam  will  put  into  uniform.  The  bestiality  of  these 
men  will  prove  particularly  valuable  in  the  battle  for 
Humanity,  Civilization  and  Democracy.  And  you  too 
may  glory  in  the  fact  that  you  have  helped  to  stoke 
the  fires  of  hate  and  hell. 

Once  more,  Charles  Whitman,  I  bid  you  take  note 
that  I  will  force  you  to  render  a  strict  and  personal 
accounting  to  me  for  this  ruffianly  and  dastardly  attack 
upon  the  German  people  and  their  Fatherland. 

February  20,  1918. 
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TO  THEODORE  ROOSEVELT 

THE  BULLY  OF  THE  LAND  -EX-PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  U.  S.  A.,  AND  THE  ANANIAS  CLUB 


Si^'T^Bj^hat  John  Bull  is  upon  the  sea,  you  are  upon 
^^/V^jy  the   land,   at  least   our  land.     Deign   that  I 
Ifej  thrust  a  few  wholesome  if  unpalatable  truths 
into  that  abyss  of  gnashing-  teeth  and  dark 
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emptiness  from  which  the  things  you  call  your  thoughts 
emerge. 

When  you  sat  in  the  White  House,  you  and  every  other 
American  were  "deelighted"  whenever  you  were  "com- 
pared"—God  knows  why— with  Kaiser  Wilhelm,  and  when 
parallels  were  drawn  between  his  energy,  enterprise, 
vivacity  and  masterfulnes,  and  your  own  — or  what 
passed  for  such.  And  most  Americans,  unable  to  spot 
in  you  the  charlatan  and  pretender,  were  proud  that  they 
had  their  "Teddy", —  the  only  man  who  competed  in 
prominence  with  the  Kaiser  in  the  eyes  of  the  world. 
You  were  very  thick  with  the  Kaiser's  representative. 
Baron  Speck  von  Sternberg,  and  always  eager  to  play 
tennis  or  go  riding  with  him.  You  exchanged  many 
friendly  messages  with  the  German  Emperor,  and  through 
all  the  years  you  spent  in  and  out  of  the  White 
House,  you  failed  to  discover  anything  that  related  to 
Prussian  Militarism  or  the  Hun.  It  was  one  perpetual 
love-feast  with  the  Germans  and  the  German-Americans, 
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and  the  latter  voted  for  you  almost  to  a  man.  And 
following-  the  habit  of  the  vote-cadging-  politician,  you 
were  loud  in  their  praise,  especially  for  their  excellent 
civic  qualities. 

When  you  were  the  Kaiser's  g^uest  in  Berlin,  the 
most  princely  attentions  were  paid  you,  for  the  Germans 
accepted  you  at  your  own  valuation.  You  rode  at  the 
Kaiser's  side  at  the  head  of  the  troops  returning  from 
a  military  review.  You  lectured  at  the  famous  Uni- 
versity of  Berlin,  and  found  your  audience,  even  though 
disillusionized,  more  than  hospitable  and  attentive,  even 
though  the  shallow  platitudes  and  commonplaces  you 
had  the  presumption  to  hand  to  them  were  unworthy 
of  the  student  of  an  ordinary  German  high-school.  The 
kindly  and  high-minded  German  people  accepted  you 
likewise  as  a  man  of  honor  and  sincerity.  They  fancied 
they  had  a  friend  in  you,  but  you  turned  and  rent  them 
in  the  hour  of  their  great  need.  In  your  baseness  and 
treachery,  and  against  the  dictates  of  your  own  conscience, 
since  you  could  not  plead  ignorance,  you  covered  them 
with  foul  insults  from  the  very  beginning  of  the  war. 
You  had  accepted  their  friendship  and  hospitality — and 
now  you  could  not  rave  loudly  enough  against  them. 
There  is  not  a  trace  of  the  code  of  a  gentleman,  not 
an  iota  of  fairness,  honesty  or  consistency  in  your 
behaviour  towards  the  Kaiser,  the  German  people,  nor 
your  own  fellow-citizens,  the  German-Americans.  The 
war  has  destroyed  many  illusions,  but  you  are  one  of 
the  monumental  frauds  which  it  has  laid  bare. 

Stand   forth,    Theodore   Roosevelt,    and    let   me   tell 

you  what  you  are.     In  word    and  deed  and  thought — 

you  are  one  of  the  basest   and  most  despicable  fakirs, 

cowards    and    bullies   that    ever  imposed  himself  upon 

'the  easy  imagination  of  a  gullible  people.    My  judgment 
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of  you  years  before  the  war  has  been  justified  through 
the  war.  For  me  it  was  necessary  only  to  hear  and  see 
you — once.  Your  voice,  your  actions,  the  unavoidable 
tell-tale  signs  by  which  the  real  color  of  your  character 
revealed  itself, — these,  bluffer  that  you  were  and  are, — 
you  could  not  conceal  to  any  one  with  a  slight  knowledge 
of  men.  I  confess  that  ere  1  saw  and  heard  you,  you 
had  made  something  of  an  impression  upon  me.  For 
your  rise  was  spectacular  and  1  was  taken  in  by  your 
Big  Stick  policy  and  your  stand  against  the  robber  trusts. 
I  read  your  speeches  and  approved  them,  for  I  could 
not  know  then  that  they  were  only  bluff  and  bluster. 
And  I  voted  for  you,  believing  you  honest  and  honorable. 
Friends  of  mine  had  dined  with  you  at  the  White  House 
and  reported  to  me  interesting  stories — for  at  that  time  you 
basked  and  strutted  like  a  turkey-cock  in  the  full  blaze  of 
the  lime-light.  An  artist  friend  of  mine  painted  a  portrait 
of  you.  The  painting  was  exhibited  in  all  the  import- 
ant American  and  European  art  shows  and  after  several 
years  of  wandering,  it  landed  in  my  library.  So  you 
see,  you  have  partaken  even  of  my  hospitality,  and  we 
have  long  known  each  other  by  sight. 

In  my  mind  I  had  pictured  you  as  a  man  of  remarkable 
force,  a  man  of  deeds  and  action.  I  thought  of  you 
as  something  exceedingly  virile — the  trust-smasher,  the 
belligerent  one,  the  African  big  game  hunter,  the  friend 
of  the  most  masculine  ruler  in  the  world,  the  German 
Emperor.  And  so  1  was  glad  to  have  your  portrait 
and  to  have  it  confront  me  daily.  But  my  hero-worship 
was  not  fated  to  last  very  long.  You  soon  turned  out 
to  be  a  false  idol,  one  with  feet  and,  I  think,  even  a 
heart  of  clay,  clay  which  the  war  has  converted  into 
very  malodorous  mud.  Your  unappeasable  lust  for  the 
lime-light    was    shown    after    you    returned    from   your 
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hunting  trip  and  your  big  advertising  tour  through  the 
courts  of  Europe.  In  England,  by  the  way,  you  were 
forced,  much  to  your  chagrin,  to  swallow  the  unwelcome 
truth  that  the  corpse  of  a  king  is  still  of  much  more 
importance  than  the  body  of  a  live  ox,  even  if  the  ox 
be  an  Ex-president.  And  in  England,  once  more  by 
the  way,  the  general  verdict  was  that  you  were  an  un- 
mitigated bounder,  prig  and  inflated  ass — a  bull-roaring 
fellow  who  had  never  done  and  never  said  anything  of 
the  slightest  distinction.  Yet  the  English,  despite  your 
impertinence  and  swaggering  bounce,  treated  you  with 
graceful  courtesy,  for  they  knew  that  the  hour  would 
come  in  which  they  could  use  you  for  some  of  their 
dirtiest  work. 

When  you  returned  from  your  noisy  splash  through 
Africa  and  Europe,  your  first  act  was  to  play  the  cad 
and  traitor  toward  your  old  friend  Taft,  and  to  plunge 
once  more  up  to  the  neck  into  the  cess-pool  of  American 
politics.  Honorable  Americans  began  to  glimpse  your 
real  character.  I  was  having  my  eyes  opened — by 
yourself.  And  one  day  I  heard  you  speak  at  Carnegie 
Hall.  Here  for  the  first  time  I  saw  you  face  to  face. 
The  portrait  had  despicted  you  faithfully,  so  far  as  the 
physical  likeness  was  concerned  What  it  could  not  reveal 
was  your  voice  1—  and  all  that  your  voice  reveals !  It  was  an 
infallible  index  of  the  real,  the  inner  man.  This  high- 
pitched,  strained,  thin,  raucous  voice,  full  of  ugly  scrannel 
tones,  and  hysterically  effeminate,—  this  was  the  real 
Roosevelt.  I  was  inclined  to  be  merciful — perhaps  it 
was  due  to  the  strain  of  platform  speaking.  But,  no, 
said  the  friend  at  my  elbow,  a  man  who  had  been 
your  guest  at  the  White  House,  the  voice  was  normal. 
And  this  was  the  big,  resolute,  lion-like  voice  I  had 
expected! — this  squeaking,  womanish  falsetto!   This  was 
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the  clarion-like  trumpet  which  had  sounded  its  crashes 
of  deafening  sound  ("and  fury  signifying  nothing")  for 
years  into  the  ears  of  a  patient  and  uncritical  world  — 
this  squirrel-like,  creaking  scream! 

I  looked  upon  you  as  you  ramped  and  shrieked  upon 
the  stage,  the  comical  clownish  figure  of  an  elderly 
man,  full  of  obscene  rant  and  whirling  gestures,  twisted 
features,  horrible  mouthings,  and  flashings  of  huge,  horse- 
like teeth.  The  bullet-head,  the  scrappy  moustache,  the 
feeble  eyes,  whose  only  light  was  that  of  the  eye-glasses. 
And  this  was  the  club-wielding  Hercules  of  ten  thous- 
and cartoons,  this  the  rough-riding,  bear-shooting  mighty 
Nimrod,  this  ridiculous  figure  with  the  thin,  piping  voice! 
And  in  that  moment  I  know  that  in  spite  of  your  war-paint, 
your  tall  talk,  your  whoops  and  other  stage  tricks,  you 
were  at  heart  only  a  comtemptible  weakling,  an  im- 
poster  masquerading  as  a  man  of  strength  and  uprightness. 
You  were  not  even  honest,  as  the  subsequent  court 
actions  against  you  have  proved.  Tawdry  rascal  that 
you  are,  it  is  to  be  reckoned  to  our  eternal  shame 
that  a  creature  such  as  you  should  by  sheer  wind  and 
incessant  motion  have  been  able  to  keep  his  paltry 
personality  before  the  country  for  so  long  a  time.  In 
every  other  land  you  would  have  been  hooted  off  the 
stage  long  ago.  Your  one  authenthic  claim  to  fame 
is  that  you  inspired— or  furnished  the  prototype  of — 
the  stuffed  Teddy  bear. 

I  will  pass  over  all  the  indecencies  with  which  you 
blackguarded  the  Germans  and  the  German-Ameri- 
cans during  the  war,  and  pin  you  to  the  earth  with 
something  from  your  own  hand  which  I  find  in  the 
New  York  Sun  of  December  18th,  1917,  as  quoted  from 
the  Kansas  City  Times  of  the  day  before. 

64 


"Roosevelt  Assails  War  Policy  of  U.S.  Points  to  Things 
Undone  Since  this  Country  Went  to  War.  President 
is  Blamed.  T.  R.  Fears  we  will  be  Brayed  in  the 
Mortar  of  Dreadful  Calamity." 

So  you  have  broken  away  from  the  line  of  mutes 
"behind"  the  President,  and  have  become  one  of  the 
shouters  of  "1  told  you  sol"  in  the  face  of  the  "dread- 
ful calamity"  which  is  bound  to  come  when  the  hideous 
structure  built  up  of  lies,  slander,  blood-money,  crime 
and  oppression  is  finally  riven  from  top  to  bottom.  It 
would  require  a  hundred  thick  volumes  to  make  the 
proper  comment  upon  your  endless  fallacies,  lies  and 
errors,  or  even  upon  the  facts  you  now  bray  forth. 

"After  ten  months  of  war  and  the  expenditure  of 
huge  sums  of  money,  we  are  still  absolutely  unable  to 
defend  ourselves  and  owe  our  own  safety  only  to  the 
fleets  and  armies  of  our  war-worn  Allies." 

I  can  imagine  no  more  shameful  or  insulting  charge 
against  the  real,  however  mistaken,  manhood  in  the 
States.  Here  is  a  nation  of  over  a  hundred  millions 
of  people,  in  a  continent  overflowing  with  plenty,  and 
a  huge  ocean  on  both  sides  to  protect  it.  And  yet  the 
ex-President  of  this  enormous  land  cowers  like  a  poltroon 
or  lies  like  a  rogue  in  the  face  of  an  impossible  danger 
and  whimpers  for  nurse  Britannia  on  one  side  and  the 
Jap  servant-boy  (soon  to  be  the  master)  on  the  other 
to  come  and  protect  it  from  the  terrible  German. 
According  to  your  whines  and  whimperings,  the  much- 
bragged-of  American  navy  must  be  a  contemptible  toy, 
and  all  those  mighty  disappearing  guns  in  the  coast 
fortifications!  All  the  hundreds  of  thousands  of  American 
soldier-boys  who  have  been  cheered  and  paraded  as 
incomparable  heroes  are  suddenly  reduced  to  mere 
chocolate  soldiers. 

5  65 


Tell  me,  you  uncouth  Thing  of  Blatancy  and  Wild 
Alarms,  by  v/hom  is  America  to  be  attacked,  if  not  by 
her  present  allies,  England  and  Japan?  You  flaunt  the 
title  Colonel,  but  your  military  knowledge  is  about 
equal  to  that  of  a  sweat-shop  seamstress.  Only  an  Idiot 
or  a  Liar — these  frank  words  you  will  have  no  difficulty 
in  understanding — only  a  Hypocrite  could  declare  that 
Germany  cherished  designs  against  the  United  States. 
In  order  to  prove  to  you  your  own  preposterousness, 
I  will  state  an  imaginary  case.  Let  us  assume  that 
peace  descended  upon  unhappy  Europe  and  that  Ger- 
many's many  enemies  had  fallen  around  her  neck,  had 
kissed  her  and  begged  her  forgiveness  for  their  blind- 
ness, and  then  said  to  her: 

"Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  settle  scores  with  that 
ghastly  cheat,  that  blood-splashed  scoundrel  and  arch- 
hypocrite  who  has  done  you  so  much  wrong  whilst 
your  hands  were  tied.  Go  over  and  give  the  corrupt 
wretch  the  thrashing  he  so  thoroughly  deserves — deserves 
more  than  anyone  else  on  earth.  His  boundless  greed, 
his  savage,  insufferable  conceit,  his  heartless,  bloated 
plutocracy  have  cost  us  Europeans  millions  of  our  best, 
most  beloved  sons.  Had  the  scoundrel  been  really 
neutral  we  Europeans  would  have  settled  our  quarrels 
and  come  to  an  understanding  years  ago.  But  Uncle 
Sam  the  Grafter  has  acquired  such  a  swelled  head  that 
he  now  thinks  his  gang  of  Wall  Street  crooks  are  going 
to  lord  it  over  us  old  nations,  bled  white  as  we  are. 
It  was  we  who  discovered  "his"  land,  built  it  up  with 
our  people  and  our  money,  and  yet  the  dog  shows  not 
the  slightest  gratitude  towards  his  parent  Europe.  Go 
over,  Michel,  and  give  that  fellow  Sam  a  much-deserved 
thrashing,  so  that  he  will  come  back  to  his  senses.  We 
will   back  you— we  are  no  longer  your  enemies.     We 
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now  sec  that  "Revanche"  was  a  foolish  and  evil  policy, 
and  the  word  "Hun"  merely  mud-flinging  by  our  rep- 
tile press.  We  will  give  you  of  our  spare  tonnage  and 
all  the  provisions  our  half-starved  people  can  dispense 
with.  We  will  hunger  and  pray  for  you  and  all  our 
war-plants  will  run  for  you  day  and  night.  Only  go 
across  the  Atlantic,  dear  Fritz,  and  kick  that  Yankee 
cur  as  hard  as  you  can.  And  God  bless  your  efforts. 
It  will  be  a  blow  for  the  real  peace  and  welfare  of 
poor  tortured  humanity  upon  whom  this  monster  has 
been  battening." 

Had  all  this  been  said,  and  had  Old  Europe  resolved 
for  once  to  put  its  own  interests  first  and  unite  in 
giving  the  incorrigible  Damnboy  of  the  world  a  good 
hiding  and  selected  that  old  master-warrior  Hindenburg 
to  wield  the  switch,  do  you  really,  you  Colonel  of  the 
Claptrap  Corps,  imagine  for  a  moment  that  Germany 
could  possibly  land  more  soldiers  on  a  hostile  American 
shore  than  Wilson  can  land  on  the  friendly  French 
shore?  Do  you  not  think  that  Germany  would  have 
as  much  trouble  in  getting  ships  and  keeping  her  men 
supplied  as  the  U.  S.  have  at  present?  Even  if  the 
Germans  by  some  miracle  succeeded  in  landing  say, 
two  million  men,  and  occupying  the  Atlantic  sea-board, 
what  would  that  matter  to  the  rest  of  the  country? 
Would  not  the  interior  rivers  and  lakes  turn  out  U-boats 
by  the  hundreds  to  destroy  the  German  transports? 
And  how  the  Americans  would  cheer  their  U-boat 
crews!  As  much  as  they  now  curse  the  bravest  of  all 
naval  heroes,  the  dauntless  German  U-boat  men.  And 
in  case  of  a  real  invasion,  there  would  be  no  sluggish 
indifference  such  as  that  now  felt  in  this  criminal  war, 
but  Bryan's  millions  would  actually  spring  up  as  armed 
men   in   a   night.     And   how  well  these  untrained  men 
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would  then  fig-ht  — once  they  were  actually,  like  the 
Germans  at  the  present  moment,  fig-hting  for  the  in- 
dependence and  integrity  of  their  country! 

You  know  that  in  the  present  war,  artificially 
conjured  up  by  the  criminals  of  Wall  Street  and  news- 
paperdom,  the  great  masses  of  Americans  have  not 
the  slightest  idea  of  what  they  are  fighting  for.  They 
have  a  dim  groping  suspicion  that  it  is  for  Anglo- 
Saxon  capitalistic  world  supremacy.  No  wonder  that 
they  lack  enthusiasm  for  such  a  war — with  such  ends — 
and  such  leaders! — rather  such  slave-drivers!  And  ^om, 
the  Nabob  of  Noise,  you  the  Stuffed  Lion  with  the 
Stuffed  club  and  the  voice  of  a  squeaking  mouse,  you 
the  tin-horn  Prophet  of  Self-Booming,  you  have  no  faith 
in  the  fighting  powers  of  our  men. 

But  I,  the  quiet,  law-abiding  citizen,  who  make  no 
pretense  to  prophecy  or  your  kind  of  patriotism,  I  the 
business  man  with  a  large  and  powerful  voice  which 
is  never  permitted  to  echo  in  the  columns  of  a  putrid 
press,  I  will  proclaim  to  you  what  I  have  always  pro- 
claimed— years  before  the  war — with  no  other  object 
than  the  lofty  one  of  the  safety  of  the  country.  I  know 
that  even  without  the  crushing  load  of  American  mili- 
tarism, America  could  face  the  world  in  war,  protected 
by  its  men  and  its  frontiers.  I  have  a  deeper  faith  in 
the  qualities  of  my  fellow-citizens  than  you.  I  have  a 
deeper  love  for  my  adopted  country  than  you — in  that 
I  do  not  wish  to  see  her  cursed  with  an  unnecessary 
militarism,  however  necessary  it  may  have  been  for 
unhappy  Europe.  How  splendidly  isolated  is  our  posi- 
tion!—our  country  is  practically  impregnable,  and  with 
our  wealth  of  resources  and  of  men,  we  could  resist 
all  attacks.  Little  Germany,  about  as  large  as  California, 
has  held  the  world  at  bay  and  carried  the  war  into  the 
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land  of  her  enemies,  though  no  sea  protected  her — and 
yet  you  howl  that  only  the  war-worn  allies  are  able  to 
protect  us  against  a  land  still  fighting  for  its  life  and 
cut  off  from  all  the  world. 

What  a  raw  farceur,  what  a  crude  fakir  and  weakling 
you  are,  Theodore  Roosevelt.  America  has  established 
thousands  of  plants  for  war  purposes;  America  has 
become,  to  her  shame,  the  greatest  war-material  man- 
ufacturer in  the  world,  America  has  everything  she 
needs  to  carry  on  a  war  and  now  you  emit  a  yell  in 
your  paper  to  the  effect  that  she  is  defenceless.  You 
insult  ordinary  human  intelligence,  and  it  is  indeed  in- 
comprehensible that  sane  men  still  read  and  apparently 
swallow  the  lying  rhetoric  and  splay-footed  logic  you 
cram  down  their  throats.  I  do  not  need  to  speak  of  the 
many  millions  of  profits  which  America  has  made  out 
of  the  foulest  and  most  abominable  traffic  in  the  world, 
but  these  profits  are  there,  however  deep  the  inroads  of 
swarms  of  grafters,  and  they  give  her  a  stronger  financial 
basis  than  all  the  rest  of  the  world. 

All  these  things  tend  to  make  America  thrice  as 
powerful  as  Germany  ever  was — even  during  the  first 
period  of  the  war  when  she  blazed  forth  in  her  shining 
armour  and  swept  her  foes  before  her.  And  now  after 
Germany  has  lost  myriads  of  her  best  men,  untold 
treasure  and  is  in  a  condition  of  semi-starvation,  you 
still  protest  that  America  is  so  weak  as  to  need  the  help 
of  the  Allies  against  the  dreadful  German  whose  beauti- 
ful ships  (all  of  whose  names  were  a  compliment  for 
us)  the  Anglo-Saxon  thugs  have  robbed,  because  their 
owner  was  unable  to  defend  his  good  name,  his  rights 
or  his  property.  No,  Theodore  Roosevelt,  Arch-Liar  and 
Arch-Hypocrite,  second  only  to  the  Whited  Sepulchre  of 
a  Nation's   Honor  in   the  While   House,   it   is   not  the 

69 


material,  not  the  military  weakness  of  America  that 
you  need  fear. 

It  is  the  moral  weakness,  the  lack  of  justice  in  a 
trumped-up  cause,  it  is  the  shadow  of  the  Great  Crime 
which  lies  like  a  curse  upon  the  land  and  upon  the  world, 
the  betrayed  land  and  the  unhappy,  bleeding  world,  still 
writhing  in  agony,  which  but  for  you  and  your  like, 
might  long  since  have  ceased  the  inhuman  slaughter.  It 
is  the  knowledge  of  the  Unfathomable  Wrong  you  have 
perpetrated  against  a  great  people,  whom  you  first 
traduced  in  foulest  terms,  and  then  struck  treacherously 
in  the  back.  This  is  the  nature  of  the  Nemesis  that 
has  come  home  to  roost  above  your  bed.  And  as 
sure  as  there  is  a  deep-dwelling  justice  in  the  nature 
of  things,  it  is  not  yet  the  worst,  for  that  is  still  to  come. 

When  I  return  to  the  States  after  the  war,  one  of  the 
first  things  I  shall  do  is  to  remove  your  portrait  from 
my  library  walls.  The  "Bully  of  the  Land"  shall  no 
longer  defile  my  home.  Yet  some  day  a  morbid,  patho- 
logical interest  may  attach  to  this  portrait,  as  the 
painted  likeness  of  a  great  charlatan  and  political 
imposter,  a  traitor  to  humanity,  a  war-monger  and  in- 
cendiary. The  history  of  the  world  will  forget  you,  but 
in  American  history  you  will  continue  to  occupy  your 
niche  of  folly  and  infamy,  along  with  the  exploded 
Wilson  and  the  rest,  they  who  sat  and  fiddled  like 
Nero  whilst  the  world  went  up  in  flame,  they  who  first 
betrayed  humanity  for  gold  and  then  their  country 
through  the   blackest  and  most  barefaced   of  lies. 

Hamburg,   Jan.   1918. 
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SOME  WORDS   WITH 
CHIEF  JUSTICE  WHITE 

OF  THE  SUPREME  COURT  OF  THE 
UNITED  STATES 

[s  an  American  citizen  there  was  always  one 
institution  in  our  country  for  which  I  had  an 
unqualified  reverence,  and  that  was  the 
Supreme  Court,  of  which  you  are  Chief. 
But  this  reverence  has  now  been  shattered,  with  many 
another  illusion. 

There  lies  before  me  a  cutting  from  the.  well-known 
Kolnische  Zeitung  of  February  13  th,  1918.  It  is 
No.  XI  of  a  series  of  articles  entitled  "Leaves  from  my 
American  Sketchbook,"  written  by  the  Washington 
representative  of  the  Cologne  Gazette,  Dr.  Georg 
Barthelme,  who  has  recently  returned  to  Germany. 
There  is  a  marginal  note,  "Excellent!"  and  excellent 
indeed  it  is  as  a  description  of  some  of  the  blackest 
hours  in  the  darkest  days  of  American  history.  May 
it  be  preserved  as  a  terrible  warning,  as  a  flaming 
object-lesson  to  the  coming  generations.  To  the 
intelligent  and  sincere  American  it  offers  splendid 
material  for  reflection  in  saner  days  to  come,  when  he 
will  stand  in  shame  and  surprise  before  this  spectacle 
of  national  degradation  and  realize  its  wickedness 
and  folly. 
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With  all  due  respect  to  your  office,  if  no  longer  to 
its  occupant,  or  rather  with  only  that  degree  of  respect 
you  deserve,  I  believe  that  Your  Honor  will,  (if  a  sense 
of  proportion  be  still  left  as  part  of  your  judicial 
equipment), — arrive  at  a  similar  conclusion.  You  will 
see  yourself  in  the  light  in  which  your  clear- sighted 
German  critic  saw  you  on  that  memorable  day  of  Feb. 
2nd,  1917.  On  that  day  you  came  to  the  Halls  of 
Congress  fully  prepared  for  a  rumpus  like  some  college 
boy  to  a  football  game — in  this  spirit  you  came  to  a 
session  of  the  representatives  of  the  people  in  a  most 
solemn  and  momentous  hour.  You  came  with  a  small 
American  flag  in  your  pocket — and  you  prostituted 
yourself  and  this  flag  by  using  it  to  arouse  the  bestial, 
blood-lusting  instincts  of  529  representatives  of  the 
people  and  of  the  frenzied  galleries.  This  was  your 
deed — this  was  what  you  called  patriotism.  God  pity 
you,  you  blind  and  miserable  old  man — for  the  muse 
of  history  will  not. 

But  I  will  let  Dr.  Barthelme  lift  the  mirror  to  your 
eyes:  "On  that  fateful  second  of  February,  as  the 
Dictator  proceeded  up  Washington  Avenue,  bearing 
the  breach  with  Germany  in  the  folds  of  his  toga,  it 
was  necessary  to  clear  a  path  for  his  state-coach  through 
the  dense  and  jostling  crowds.  But  this  thousand-headed 
multitude  had  not  jammed  itself  together  here  in  order 
to  witness  some  great  and  historic  moment.  No,  it 
stretched  its  necks  in  order  to  stare  at  Signor  Houdini 
who  was  just  about  to  plunge  from  the  top  of  the 
"Times"  Building  with  fettered  hands  into  the  street 
below,  loosing  the  fetters  during  the  plunge.  Wilson  and 
his  proclamation  of  the  breach  were  a  mere  side  issue 
to  this  crowd,  even  though  he  too  was  about  to  perform 
a   trick  with   fetters.      Most  of  them   knew   nothing  at 
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all  about  the  purpose  of  the  Wilsonian  anabasis,  and 
the  few  who  were  initiated  most  likely  merely  wondered 
whether  after  he  had  performed  his  feat  of  fettering  or 
spell-bindingf,  he  would  also  be  able  to  perform  that 
of  unfettering — the  dogs  of  war.  No  laurel  wreaths 
were  flung  to  him  in  advance  as  he  went  driving  through 
the  crowd.  It  was  the  year  of  Luther's  400th  anni- 
versary, and  who  knows  but  that  there  may  have  been 
some  one  in  that  crowd  who  thought  as  he  looked  at 
Wilson:  "Monk,  good  monk,  thou  goest  an  arduous 
path!"  At  that  time,  of  course,  Wilson  was  perfectly 
confident  of  the  success  of  his  Houdini  trick.  Today, 
no  doubt,  he  regards  with  envy  his  far  more  successful 
rival  of  the  second  of  February,  1917. 

"On  the  Capitoline  Hill,  of  course,  there  was  an 
atmosphere  of  storms  and  of  red  and  flaming  enthusiasm. 
The  Republicans  especially  manifested  their  open 
approval  of  the  speech  from  the  throne,  for  now  they 
had  Wilson  where  they  wanted  him,  in  a  position  from 
which  he  would  never  be  able  to  escape.  He  would 
now  be  forced  to  pursue  the  path  to  the  bitter  end; 
would  be  compelled  to  bear  the  responsibihty  for  an 
unpopular  war,  thus  digging  a  grave  for  his  party  from 
which  it  would  never  be  able  to  lift  itself  for  half  a 
century.  A  few  of  the  Democrats  were  clear-sighted 
enough  to  see  only  the  cheap  tinsel  in  the  gloriole 
about  the  brov/s  of  their  leader,  and  among  the  Repub- 
licans there  were  a  number  who  held  the  fate  of  their 
country  as  something  higher  than  the  welfare  of  their 
party.     But  they  were  in  the  minority. 

"The  vast  majority  bellowed  to  him  their  blood- 
thirsty: "Crucify!  crucify!"  And  Wihon  in  truth  was 
no  Pilate  who  had  need  of  any  encouragement,  even 
though   he   did   appear  to    be    battling  with   the  great 
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question:  "What  is  Truth?"  "I  refuse  to  believe  it  is 
the  intention  of  the  German  authorities  to  do  in  fact 
what  they  have  warned  they  feel  at  liberty  to  do,"  he 
whimpered  in  a  dry  and  toneless  voice  amid  the  icy 
silence  of  his  disillusionized  auditors.  Only  after  he 
had  announced  that  he  would  ask  Congress  for  the 
power  which  would  enable  him  to  apply  the  means 
necessary  for  protecting  sailors  and  citizens  upon  the 
high  seas,  did  a  feverish  shiver  run  through  the  rows 
of  representatives,  and  then  when  he  dared  even  to 
turn  to  his  ov/n  uses  the  famous  words  of  Luther: 
"I  can  no  other!"  did  ihe  billows  of  unloosed  passions 
go  surging  and  thundering  over  the  dykes  and  the  dams. 

"It  was  as  though  one  had  suddenly  been  transferred 
to  a  National  Convention.  Everybody  howled,  yelled, 
raved,  threw  up  their  arms,  whistled  through  their 
fingers,  jumped  on  chairs  or  desks,  and  acted  as  though 
suddenly  gone  mad.  It  was  a  chaos  of  intermingled 
noise  and  confusion  until  finally  Chief  Justice  White 
of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States  who  had 
appeared  at  the  head  of  the  entire  body  of  the  court 
and  sat  immediately  in  front  of  the  desk  of  the  President, 
pulled  a  small  flag  from  his  pocket  and  then,  like  some 
long-haired  conductor  of  an  orchestra,  directed  the 
raving  pandemonium,  until  it  was  finally  exhausted  and 
fizzled  out. 

"To  see  the  Chief  of  the  'highest  tribunal  in  the 
world,'  in  his  robes  of  office  enacting  the  role  of  the 
head  incendiary  of  one  of  the  most  brutal  outbursts 
of  dementia  in  a  hour  of  such  awful  seriousness  and 
untold  consequences,  was  perhaps  the  most  tragic 
spectacle  in  all  American  history.  When  the  highest 
judge  in  all  the  land  so  completely  forgets  all  the 
judicial   restraint   and  all  the  di^^nity  of  his  position  — 
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what  is  to  be  expected  of  the  man  in  the  street?  And 
what  is  to  be  expected  of  the  better  insig^ht  of  a  people 
whose  529  representatives  in  Congress  and  in  Senate 
abandon  themselves  to  ravings  reminiscent  of  an  election 
rally  or  a  lynching  mob  drunk  with  blood— at  a  moment 
when  all  the  fearful  issues  of  life  and  death  are  at  stake? 

"The  appearance  of  the  Supreme  Court  during  this 
tumultuous  session  of  Congress  and  the  unmistakeable 
approval  of  the  nine  highest  guardians  of  the  tablets 
of  the  law,  were  equal  in  significance  to  a  verdict  of 
this  court.  When  the  Supreme  Court  is  seen  to  share 
and  condone  the  interpretations  of  the  President,  then 
even  a  Senator  can  no  longer  retain  faith  in  his  own 
point  of  view.  And  what  is  the  simple  citizen  to 
believe,  the  average  citizen  to  whom  international  law 
and  the  Declaration  of  London  are  a  book  with  seven 
seals?  Wilson  knew  what  he  was  doing  when  he 
assembled  the  wearers  of  the  judicial  ermine  around 
his  throne;  he  required  them  as  crown  witnesses  in  his 
defense,  since  he  was  forced  to  acknowledge  to  himself 
that  the  people  would  show  a  greater  reverence  for 
the  black  robes  of  the  justices  than  for  the  imperial 
purple  of  his  Dictatorship. 

"Congress  and  the  Supreme  Court  were  now  joined 
by  all  the  numerous  paid  and  unpaid  whippers-in  and 
satellites  of  the  "re-united  States."  One  might  have 
assumed  that  the  press  had  written  itself  out,  the 
lecture  platform  grown  hoarse  with  shouting,  and  the 
pictures  with  which  the  popular  fancy  was  stimulated 
reached  the  acme  of  hopeless  and  helpless  idiocy. 
But  the  new  task  which  confronted  them  lent  them 
new  energies.  All  that  had  hitherto  taken  place,  had 
merely  been  preparation — it  was  now  necessary  to  take 
the   nation   by   storm   and  lead   it   upon   the   ramparts. 

75 


"It  was  therefore  necessary  to  inflame  its  fighting  blood 
by  true  Anglo-Saxon  means, — by  representing  the  enemy 
as  a  still  more  monstrous  monster  than  he  had  been 
hitherto  represented  to  be.  To  our  dull  German 
conceptions  this  may  have  seemed  impossible,  for  the 
limit  seemed  to  have  been  reached.  But  that  merely 
proves  that  we  are  ill-acquainted  with  the  land  of 
unlimited  possibilities.  The  limit  was  indeed  not  yet 
the  limi't.  The  hoary  fables  of  the  past  few  years  were 
fetched  out  again,  the  colors  piled  on  somewhat  more 
thickly  and  crudely,  that  which  had  already  been 
contradicted  by  the  calumniators  themselves  under  the 
pressure  of  evidence,  was  once  more  impudently  and 
devoutly  reiterated.  Several  "Eye-witnesses"  were 
engaged  who  claimed  to  have  seen  everything  that 
was  demanded  of  them.  For  example,  a  Canadian 
lieutenant  went  up  and  down  the  land  and  pledged 
his  Canuck  word  of  honor  that  he  had  seen  with  his 
own  eyes  how  the  Huns  crucified  prisoners — and  that 
with  the  head  down.  He  had  also  seen  a  barn-door 
on  which,  according  to  the  custom  of  Belgian  peasants, 
a  calf-skin  had  been  nailed,  and  next  to  this  calf-skin  a 
child  had  likewise  been  nailed  to  the  door.  'Americans, 
that  will  be  your  fate,  should  you  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  Huns,  or  should  you  be  attacked  by  them  on 
your  own  soil!' 

"And  the  Americans  listened  to  all  this,  bit  off  a 
large  'chaw'  of  chewing  tobacco  in  order  that  they 
•might  the  more  effectively  expectorate  their  indignation, 
and  started  to  sing  the  'Star-spangled  Banner'  in 
which  they  invariably  remained  'stuck'  after  the  first 
verse.  They  stared,  without  blushing  at  the  pig  in  the 
show-window,  the  pig  which  bore  an  Iron  Cross  around 
its   neck,   and   in   the   button-holes  of  their  coats  they 
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wore  a  tiny  spiked  helmet  with  the  inscription:  'To 
(helmet — an  atrocious  pun  on  'hell  with'  being  repre- 
sented by  the  Pickelhaube  itself)  the  Kaiser.'  They 
also  gazed  in  their  thousands  at  the  pictures  flung 
upon  the  screens  in  the  public  squares,  and  crowed 
with  joy  when  a  German  general  was  depicted  shov- 
elling peas  into  his  mouth  with  a  knife,  or  they  smacked 
their  lips  as  with  salacious  eyes  they  devoured  a  picture 
showing  a  marriage-night  scene,  and  under  it  in  gigantic 
letters  the  inscription:  'If  we  were  gentlemen  we  would 
not  look  at  this,  but  we  are  not  gentlemen,  but  only 
German  officers.'  It  was  Congress  all  over  again. 
And  then  the  heroic  American  v/ent  straight  home  and 
entered  into  a  'war  marriage,'  or  suddenly  went  off 
to  Mexico,  or  gathered  up  his  six  dress-suits  and  sped 
off  to  a  munition  factory  in  his  automobile — as  a 
'workman.'  He  even  went  so  far  as  to  have  teeth 
extracted  as  soon  as  he  learned  that  eligibility  for 
military  service  depended  upon  the  possession  of  at 
least  one  molar  on  either  side.  And  since  the  volunteer 
system  proved  such  a  failure,  the  government  some 
months  later  resorted  to  compulsory  enlistment. 

"It  was  here  that  the  real  enthusiasm  for  the  war 
revealed  itself  in  all  its  glory.  A  helter-skelter  chase 
for  safety  and  immunity  now  took  place.  The  maddest 
feats  were  performed  by  the  chief  authorities  of  the 
cities  and  states.  The  drafts  of  recruits  were  to  be 
made  upon  the  basis  of  the  last  census.  Good  grounds 
for  suspicion  that  these  censuses  had  never  been  quite 
above  board  owing  to  the  desire  of  each  community 
to  appear  bigger  than  it  was,  had  always  prevailed. 
But  since  size  was  now  to  form  the  measure  for  the 
relative  amount  of  blood-tax,  a  frintic  confession  of 
census-frauds  now  took   place.     The  good   old   city  of 

77 


New  York  shrank  from  five  millions  to  three  millions, 
and  other  cities  competed  with  one  another  in  their 
eagerness  to  display  their  surpassing-  modesty.  In  one 
nig-ht  America  was  reduced  in  population  to  the  extent 
of  some  ten  to  twenty  millions.  The  remainder  reduced 
their  picture-screen  enthusiasm  from  a  hundred  candle- 
power  lamp  to  a  guttering  little  tallow-dip.  Now  that 
things  were  growing  serious  the  heady  intoxication  was 
gone.  Wilson's  'citizenry  in  arms'  and  Bryan's  'army 
of  millions  which  was  to  spring  up  armed  between 
sunrise  and  sunset'  had  become  pretty  phrases  for 
public  speakers,  and  the  big  blazing  bon-fire  was 
suddenly  so  much  smouldering  straw. 

"In  order  to  keep  the  fast-dwindling  war-enthusiasm 
up  to  as  great  a  pitch  as  possible,  recourse  was  had 
to  the  most  blatant  and  vulgar  measures.  At  first  the 
bludgeon  was  held  over  every  man's  head  and  pro- 
testations of  loyalty  extorted.  That  dancing  manikin, 
Mayor  Mitchel  of  New  York,  who  was  defeated  so 
disastrously  at  the  polls  the  following  November,  sent 
lists  from  house  to  house  to  keep  wavering  spirits 
fortified  with  faith  in  Wilson's  war.  So  long  as  there 
was  still  hope  in  the  success  of  the  volunteer  system, 
young  femininity  with  all  its  sexual  lures  was  unloosed 
upon  the  callow  manhood  of  the  land.  Pretty  girls 
stood  in  front  of  all  the  recruiting  stations  on  wagons 
decorated  with  bunting  and  fired  the  zeal  of  the  hesitant 
by  offering  kisses,  which  induced  many  a  smirking 
youth  to  cash  this  advance  on  felicity,  and  step  up  to 
the  enlisting-table.  A  wooden  battleship,  painted  grey 
and  bristling  with  wooden  cannon  had  been  erected 
as  a  recruiting  depot  on  14th  Street  in  New  York — it 
bore  the  name  'Recruit.'  Every  city  published  a  daily 
'List  of   Honour'   in  which  the   enlisted  were  glorified. 
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Patriotic  firms  dismissed  some  of  their  employes  with 
full  wages  for  the  duration  of  the  war,  but  refused  to 
cash  their  own  cheques  as  soon  as  the  credulous  ones 
had  donned  the  uniform  and  could  no  longer  escape. 
The  dead  walls  and  hoardings  were  also  called  into 
service;  posters  smeared  with  the  sweet  and  simpering 
faces  of  'pritty  gurls'  heated  the  blood  to  the  requi- 
site degree  of  heroism. 

"And  who  would  have  been  able  to  resist  the  little 
creatures  who  stood  holding  banners  under  every  man's 
nose  at  every  street  corner,  and  gushing:  'Gee  whizz, 
I  wish  I  were  a  boy.'  But  the  boys  resisted  the 
yearning  looks  of  the  girls  as  well  as  the  threatening 
frown  of  Uncle  Sam  which  confronted  them  at  every 
turning  with  the  imperious  cry:  'Your  country  needs 
youl'  On  the  other  hand  mothers,  sisters  and  sweet- 
hearts, planted  themselves  in  rows  in  front  of  the 
youths  and  sang:  'I  did  not  raise  my  boy  to  be  a 
soldier.'  And  the  boys  were  well  content  to  crawl 
for  shelter  behind  these  protecting  aprons.  It  was  only 
when  parades  were  to  take  place,  or  flags  waved  or 
cheers  sent  up  to  make  the  welkin  ring  that  they  came 
forth  and  took  their  place  in  the  ranks.  Sometimes 
Wilson  would  take  his  little  flag,  holding  it  as  one 
holds  a  long-stemmed  lily,  and  march  at  the  head  of 
one  of  these  recruiting  parades.  And  then  once  more 
the  war-enthusiasm  bubbled  over  like  Californian  apple 
champagne.     And  it  was  just  about  as  long-lived. 

"All  this  hocus-pocus  was  something  new,  and  so 
everybody  joined  in.  But  as  soon  as  the  thing  became 
stale,  it  was  pushed  aside,  and  as  soon  as  it  degener- 
ated into  the  hardships  of  camp-life  with  loss  of  wages 
and  with  a  hard  uncomfortable  camp-cot,  one  began 
to  hate   it.     Hounding  the  Huns — O  yes — but  warring 
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against  them?-  no!  Added  to  this,  the  monstrous 
sums  of  money  that  were  being  spent,  and  then  en- 
during hunger  for  the  sake  of  the  war,  and  the  fearful 
rise  in  the  cost  of  Hving  and  the  desperately  poor 
prospects  of  victory — all  this  acted  like  a  damp  blanket 
upon  the  war  madness.  Ninety  Americans  out  of  a 
hundred  cursed  the  war  and  seventy-five  out  of  a 
hundred  curse  it  to  this  day.  The  war  has  never  been 
popular  and  will  never  become  popular,  in  spite  of 
Wilson  tracts — in  spite  of  the  'amen'  uttered  by  the 
Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States." 

I  have  held  a  mirror  up  to  the  eyes  of  Your  Honour, 
a  mirror  in  which  you  may  not  only  see  yourself,  but 
also  what  you  have  helped  to  make  of  your  country. 
The  voice  of  this  correspondent  is  a  small  voice,  though 
it  be  not  a  still  one.  But  you  and  your  accomplices  in 
the  betrayal  of  the  Republic  will  yet  be  forced  to 
listen  to  a  louder,  and  far  more  terrible  voice,  the 
voice  of  an  avenging  people  sacrificed  to  organized 
crime,  folly  and  hatred,  the  voice  of  an  avenging-  history 
which  will  brand  you  with   shame   before   all  mankind. 

The  gigantic  criminal  in  the  White  House  now  stands 
appalled  before  the  sea  of  blood  which  is  thundering 
in  his  ears,  before  the  hurricane  he  has  unloosed  in 
his  perversity,  bigotry  and  falseness.  He  has  ordered 
the  lists  of  American  dead  to  be  suppressed,  well 
knowing  that  each  dead  man  will  rise  as  an  awful  and 
accusing  witness  against  him.  Are  you  able  to  calm 
this  sea,  this  hurricane,  Mr.  Chief  Justice,  by  the  waving 
of  your  little  flag?  Will  you  be  able  to  silence  the 
voices  of  these  dead  whom  you  and  your  masters  have 
sent  to  fight  and  to  perish  for  a  LIE? 

Hamburg,  Jan.  1918. 
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THE  MORAL  IMPEACHMENT 
OF  WOODROW  WILSON 

A  TRIAL   BEFORE  THE  JURY  OF   JUSTICE 

I. 

P|Ot  because  I  expect  that  you  will  ever  read 
1?  these  lines  do  I  set  forth  to  write  them 
1*1  down,  but  because  I  wish  to  put  them  on 
record  as  the  protest  and  the  accusation 
of  one  of  those  German-American  citizens  whom  you 
have   singled  out  for  your  particular  malevolence. 

I  have  followed  your  career  ever  since  you  became 
a  candidate  for  the  governorship  of  New  Jersey.  You 
had  just  emerged  as  a  small  star  blinking  along  the 
political  horizon.  What  a  change  has  time  brought 
with  it!  You  have  now  swelled  into  a  sun,  if  such  a 
comparison  may  be  used  for  one  who  has  done  more 
than  any  one  single  man  to  disseminate  hatred,  darkness 
and  ignorance.  The  evil  forces  of  war  have  lifted  you 
to  dizzy  heights,  for  you  were  the  abject  slave  of  these 
forces.  The  mighty  upheaval  has  flung  you  to  the 
top,  for  insignificant  and  contemptible  and  inconsistent 
though  you  are,  you  possess  that  cunning  and  that 
unscrupulousness  which  has  often  raised  men  such  as 
you  to  eminence  and  power  in  such  times.  And  now 
we  behold  a  whole  nation  of  millions  upon  millions 
who    do    not    see    you   as  you   are,    but   as  a  kind    of 

6  81 


sacrosanct  creature  whose  eyes  are  filled  with  the  light 
of  wisdom  and  whose  lips  drop  pearls  of  solemn 
thought.  You  must  appear  god-like  to  yourself,  and 
to  countless  unhappy,  down-trodden  human  beings  who 
believe  in  your  immeasurable  power  and  wisdom  and 
goodness  and  who,  placing  faith  in  your  wild,  empty 
and  hypocritical  words,  are  convinced  that  you  can 
make    their  fantastic  dreams  come  true. 

I  too  would  now  be  at  a  disadvantage  in  judging 
you  upon  your  dizzy  heights,  had  I  not  met  you  when 
you  were  still  a  mere  man  and  an  office-hunter,  seeking 
for  votes  and  soliciting  popularity,  ever  ready  to  meet 
the  potential  voter  and  shaking  hands  with  everybody. 
To  meet  Professor  Wilson,  candidate  for  the  New  Jersey 
governorship,  was  an  event  of  so  little  importance 
that  I  no  longer  recall  the  date  nor  the  details.  It 
was  probably  at  some  club  dinner  at  the  Hotel  Astor 
where  you  were  one  of  the  speakers,  though  by  no 
means   one  of  the  principals. 

A  friend  of  mine,  a  Princeton  man  (who,  incidentally 
did  not  conceal  the  fact  of  your  great  unpopularity 
at  Princeton,  nor  how  glad  the  college  was  to  lose 
you)  asked  me  whether  I  cared  to  meet  their  former 
president,  and  I  indifferently  agreed  to  do  so  —  for 
I  do  not  place  much  value  upon  such  introductions. 
So  I  was  presented  to  you  after  the  dinner  speeches 
and  we  exchanged  a  few  pleasant  words,  as  you 
proceeded  to  do  with  a  great  number  of  other  men. 
This  personal  meeting  with  you,  this  listening  to  your 
words  and  voice,  this  watching  of  your  eyes  and  the 
movement  of  your  features,  were  of  immense  value  to 
me  when  later  on  I  came  to  judge  you  as  a  presidential 
candidate  and  still  later  as  the  self-appointed  and 
fanatic  arbiter  of  the  world. 
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Ever  desirous  of  adding  to  my  store  of  knowledge 
and  experience,  I  paid  close  attention  to  your  speech. 
The  reforms  in  our  public  life  which  you  proposed  met 
with  my  full  approval.  *Your  speech  was  professorial 
and  sophomoric.  But  as  the  speech  of  a  public 
leader,  or  even  of  a  reformer  enthusiastic  for  his  task, 
it  was  an  utter  failure.  Your  audience  remained  cold 
and  unmoved.  No  magnetism,  no  wave  of  warm-hearted 
feeling,  no  spark  of  sympathy  sprang  from  your  lips  or 
eyes  to  your  hearers.  I  realized  then  that  you  would 
never  be  able  to  move  a  public  gathering  by  the  force 
of  your  personality,  that  you  would  never  become  a 
man  of  the  masses,  a  popular  leader.  Your  long,  sour, 
horse-like  face  with  the  still  longer  chin,  was  capable 
only  of  expressing  a  sneer.  No  sweetness,  no  humaniz- 
ing smile  was  to  be  read  in  that  face.  It  revealed  the 
fact  that  you  had  a  grudge  against  life,  that  you  had 
never  experienced  the  wholesome  joy  of  hearty  laughter 
such  as  brings  tears  to  the  eyes.  Your  thin,  rigid 
lips  betrayed  the  Puritan  fanatic,  the  zealot  capable 
of  cruelty  unleavened  by  the  slightest  magnanimity. 
You  were  born,  you  were  doomed  to  be  a  professor 
of  the  type  you  represent— a  preacher  filled  with  a 
wild  passion  for  eternally  preaching  and  lecturing,  for 
finding  fault,  for  always  knowing  everything  better. 
And  in  those  days  when  the  giant  trusts  were  flourish- 
ing in  the  land,  it  was  not  difficult  to  find  fault  and 
advocate  reforms. 

Years  afterwards  when  you  became  a  candidate  for 
the  presidency,  I  supported  you  and  spoke  for  you. 
1  had  become  utterly  weary  of  the  rule  of  political 
lav^ers,  the  mere  puppets  of  the  republican  trust 
magnates,  and  1  believed  that  a  college  professor  with 
such   a   radical    anti-trust   program  would   be  a  change 
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for  the  better.  Owing  to  my  absence  in  Russia  in 
November  1912,  I  was  unable  to  cast  my  vote,  but  was 
nevertheless  glad  that  "my  man"  had  won.  How  could 
I  know  that  a  man  more  unsuited  to  guide  the  destinies 
of  our  country  could  not  have  got  into  the  White 
House?  By  virtue  of  his  better  human  qualities  and 
as  the  direct  choice  of  the  people,  it  was  Champ  Clark 
who  should  have  received  the  nomination  at  Baltimore. 
Bryan  had  been  instructed  by  the  people  he  represented 
to  vote  for  Champ  Clark  in  case  he  himself  had  no 
chance  of  being  nominated.  Bryan  betrayed  this  trust 
and  you  rewarded  his  treachery  by  bestowing  upon 
him  the  Secretaryship  of  State.  The  people  of  Bowling 
Green  v/ere  enraged  by  this  detestable  treachery,  and 
mourned  over  the  fact  that  their  favorite  son  had 
been  cheated  out  of  his  just  dues.  What  a  contrast 
between  the  man  Wilson  and  the  man  Champ  Clark! 
Had  you  suffered  defeat  at  Baltimore,  no  tears  would 
have  been  wept  by  the  townspeople  of  Princeton, 
Trenton   or  anywhere  else. 


II. 

I  attended  the  convention  of  the  Friends  of  Peace 
at  Chicago  (Sept.  4th  to  9th,  1915)  a  convention  which 
your  henchmen  and  those  of  England  did  their  utmost 
to  ruin.  On  my  way  back  to  New  York  I  determined 
to  go  to  Bowling  Green  and  visit  a  friend.  I  was 
suffering  great  mental  torment  through  the  ever- 
increasing  agitation  of  the  war  fanatics  and  the  foul 
slanderers  of  Germany's  fair  name.  And  also  because 
of  your  glaring  injustice  and  your  vicious  enemity 
towards  Germany  as  proved  to  all  men  by  your 
grotesque,  one-sided  "neutrality."    I  thought  of  Champ 
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Clark,  a  power  in  your  party,  the  Speaker  of  the 
House,  who  Hved  at  BowHng  Green. 

It  was  a  warm  day -the  16th  of  Sept.  1915— when 
I  called  upon  this  strong  and  simple-hearted  American. 
The  door  of  the  small  white  cottage  was  ajar;  I  knocked. 
"Come  in!"  came  the  prompt  answer  and  before  me 
stood  this  splendid  specimen  of  American  manhood  in 
his  ripe  old  age.  I  was  asked  into  the  sitting-room 
and  sat  down  facing  this  venerable  and  virile  Democrat. 
I  laid  before  him  the  object  of  my  visit  and  spoke  of 
the  worries  that  oppressed  me  because  of  the  political 
situation  and  my  experiences  at  New  York  and  Chicago. 
The  grand  old  man  listened  very  attentively  and  our 
eyes  met  fully  again  and  again  until  I  became  as  it 
were  fascinated  by  the  kindly  and  honest  light  which 
beamed  out  of  those  wonderful  dark-blue  eyes.  And 
the  same  soft  and  human  sympathy  dwelt  in  his  voice. 

It  is  small  wonder  that  this  man  has  so  many  staunch 
friends,  ready  to  risk  their  lives  for  him.  All  the 
personal  charm,  all  the  rich,  deep  human  qualities  of 
the  born  leader  of  men,  which  are  lacking  in  you, 
Woodrow  Wilson,  are  to  be  found  in  him.  In  your 
eyes,  cold  and  hard  and  hidden  behind  glasses,  one 
would  look  in  vain  for  a  gleam  of  sympathy,  affection 
or  human  fellowship.  I  am  not  disposed  to  indulge  in 
such  direct  personalities,  but  in  you,  the  man,  we  must 
look  for  the  explanation  of  the  acts  you  have  perpetrated, 
the  words  you  have  spoken.  You  are  of  the  type  of 
the  heartless  and  bloodless  Pharisee,  the  cold  in- 
quisitor—  the  very  opposite  of  a  breed  of  men  like 
Champ  Clark  and  Abraham  Lincoln,  men  who  captivate 
and  hold  the  hearts  of  the  people  because  they  know 
them  and  love  them.  And  so  I  knew  at  once  that  I  might 
unburden  my  heart  of  all  its  fears  to  this  true  man. 
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"No,"  declared  Champ  Clark,  "the  war-shouters  and 
the  profiteers  are  not  going  to  have  things  all  their 
way."  Repeatedly  he  said  in  a  strong  and  resolute 
voice:  "There  will  be  no  war  with  Germany!"  I  felt 
a  deep  sense  of  rehef  and  gratitude  as  I  left  the  simple 
home  of  this  real  public  leader,  this  staunch  and  true 
American. 

I  knew  then  that  such  a  man  would  have  been  a 
unshakeable  power  for  peace,  for  true  humanity,  for 
an  honest  neutrality — to  the  lasting  glory  of  the  United 
States.  He  would  have  steered  the  ship  of  state  on 
another  course  than  you  did,  Woodrow  Wilson!  Which 
course  would  have  been  best  and  wisest, — of  that 
history  will  leave  no  doubt. 

Whilst  this  noble  man  was  closely  and  faithfully 
attending  to  his  duties,  you,  as  the  Governor  of  New 
Jersey,  were  stumping  the  country  in  frantic  quest  of 
the  presidential  prize.  The  citizens  of  the  state  which 
had  elected  you  as  governor  and  paid  you  for  attending 
to  the  duties  of  your  office,  raised  their  voices  in 
protest.  But  you  thought  you  had  a  mission  to  fulfil, 
a  mission  engendered  in  your  imagination  by  your 
fathomless  ambition  and  conceit.  And  when  by  political 
hook  and  crook  you  finally  received  the  nomination 
at  Baltimore  and  were  elected  President  and  the  world 
war  broke  out,  you  once  more  thought  you  had  a 
mission  to  fulfil,  as  indeed  you  had,  and  never  was 
man  given  a  more  glorious  opportunity.  But  this 
mission  meant  to  you  only  the  opportunity  for  exercising 
your  own  poisonous  prejudices,  your  vindictive  hatred, 
your  narrow,  intolerant  bigotry  of  heart.  Instead  of 
following  the  safe,  immemorial  traditions  of  the  land, 
the  "best  practise"  and  wise  advice  of  Washington  of 
abstaining  from   interference   in   all   European  quarrels, 
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your  innate  megalomania  immediately  possessed  you 
and  you  seized  hungrily  upon  the  opportunity  for 
thrusting  yourself  upon  the  world  with  your  mission 
and  your  message.  You  no  doubt  thought  that  you 
might  convert  the  world,  at  least  the  Anglo-Saxon 
fraction  of  it,  into  a  kind  of  paradise  by  leading  it 
over  the  bodies  of  millions  of  slain  Germans  and  their 
starved  women  and  children.  History  will  judge  you 
mercilessly  by  every  deed  and  every  word, — deeds 
of  shame  and  words  of  falseness.  History  will  damn 
you  as  you  deserve,  and  generations  to  come  execrate 
you  as  the  greatest  and  at  the  same  time  the  most 
despicable  criminal  that  ever  betrayed  his  country  and 
humanity. 

III. 

I  am  affected  with  a  kind  of  dizziness  when  I  attempt 
to  follow  your  crooked  and  wavering  course,  but  I  am 
simply  a  plain  Am.erican  citizen — moreover  one  born  in 
Germany,  as  I  am  proud  to  tell  you  to  your  stony 
eyes.  Who  and  what  I  am  may  be  easily  ascertained, 
for  my  life's  record  is  open  to  all  men,  and  has  like- 
wise been  written  down.  There  is  no  doubt  that  your 
spies  and  secret  service  men,  were  I  now  in  America, 
would  have  persecuted  me  in  their  accustomed  brutal 
and  cowardly  fashion,  and  not  hesitated  to  trump 
up  against  me  their  usual  lying  charges  of  conspiracy, 
espionage,  treason  and  "disloyalty"  and  brought  me 
behind  the  bars.  For  such  is  the  fate  of  all  who  still 
dare  to  speak  their  minds  in  the  hideous  despotism  into 
which    you    have    converted    the    once    free    republic. 

I  am  proud  that  I  have  been  an  active  propagandist 
against  the  Anglo-American  political  lie  and  conspiracy, 
that  I  was  one  of  the  organizers  of  the  Friends  of  Peace, 

87 


a  trustee  of  the  American  Truth  Society  and  a  member 
of  the  national  committee  of  the  Independence  Union. 
So  my  "disloyalty"  — that  is  my  unwillingness  to  bow 
to  your  monstrous  and  criminal  rulings — would  be  clear. 
I  was  likewise,  if  more  evidence  is  needed,  one  of  the 
organizers  of  the  first  great  mass-meeting  at  Madison 
Square,  when  many  thousands  protested  against  the 
shipment  of  arms  and  against  the  delirium  of  the  war 
fanatics— on  the  24th  of  June,  1915.  At  this  meeting 
Bryan  held  his  first  speech  after  courageously  resigning 
the  Secretaryship  of  State.  My  activities  in  bringing 
about  the  National  Convention  of  the  Friends  of  Peace 
at  Chicago   are  also  well-known. 

At  both  of  these  historical  meetings  resolutions  were 
passed  which  were  inspired  by  the  purest  American 
patriotism.  I  intend  to  publish  them  some  day  as  a 
supplement  to  this  moral  indictment  1  have  drawn  up 
against  you,  for  they  will  reveal  to  coming  generations 
of  Americans  that  in  the  dark  days  in  which  you  brought 
upon  America  undying  shame  and  the  contempt  of  the 
world,  there  were  still  American  citizens  left  who 
remained  true  to  the  spirit  of  '76.  These  two  declarations 
will  be  preserved  in  history  as  great  and  honorable 
documents  and  the  Friends  of  Peace  as  true  and  earnest 
patriots  and  not  as  traitors  and  German  spies  — as  you 
and  your  Anglo-American  capitalistic  war-hounds  would 
like  to  have  them  branded. 

No  doubt  when  the  words  which  represented  the 
sentiments  of  several  millions  of  American  citizens  first 
met  your  eyes,  you  laid  these  resolutions  down  with  a 
sneer,  for  the  hopes,  feelings  and  sentiments  of  so  vast 
a  body  of  your  fellow-citizens— most  of  whom  had 
placed  their  faith  in  you  as  the  first  servant  of  the 
country  — were  of  little  concern  to  you.    Your  ears  and 
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heart,  or  that  which  passes  for  your  heart,  were  open 
only  to  your  millionaire,  munition-making  friends — to 
persons  of  the  Cleveland  Hoadley  Dodge  type,  the 
British  Ambassador,  the  blood-leeches  of  Wall  Street 
and  the  British-Americans.  Of  that  enormous  stream 
of  English  gold  which  poured  into  the  pockets  of 
American  publicists,  journalists  and  into  every  other 
channel  of  the  insidious  propaganda,  you  had  not  eyes 
to  see  a  single  sovereign.  But  you  and  your  agents 
and  the  Anglo-Saxon  liars  and  calumniators  professed 
to  see  nothing  but  German  goldpieces  in  every  attempt 
to   stand   up   for  true  Americanism   and  civic   decency. 

I  stood  in  the  very  midst  of  the  "America  for  the 
Americans"  movement  from  the  outbreak  of  the  war  in 
August  1914,  until  my  departure  for  Europe  in  October 
1915.  Yet  I  have  never  seen  a  single  German  mark 
spent  for  the  so-called  German  propaganda.  No  doubt 
the  German  government  spent  more  or  less  money  to 
place  its  own  side  of  the  case  before  the  American 
pubhc,  a  step  to  which  it  was  simply  driven  through 
the  falsehoods  spread  broadcast  by  its  enemies  and 
by  the  rank  injustice  and  outrageous  insults  of  the 
purchased  and  subsidized  American  press. 

My  only  motives  for  supporting  by  personal  efforts 
and  such  financial  assistance  as  1  was  able  to  give,  the 
various  projects  formed  for  presenting  the  German  cause 
in  its  proper  light,  were  a  strict  devotion  to  truth,  a 
hatred  of  injustice  and  a  love  of  the  best  American 
principles.  It  was  the  obvious  duty  of  an  American 
who  knew  the  truth  to  help  combat  the  venomous  lies 
of  the  official  English  press  and  the  countless  English 
agents  who  were  misleading  our  people.  This,  as  I 
conceive  it,  is  a  duty,  and  a  high  and  patriotic  duty. 
Many  disappointments  were  mine  in  this  battle  for  the 
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truth,  and  I  came  in  contact  with  many  good  and  many 
unworthy  men,  and  with  many  plans  and  ventures  sound 
and  unsound,  but  in  all  I  kept  my  hands  clean.  No  man 
living-  can  justly  accuse  me  of  an  ulterior  motive,  for 
in  all  my  actions  I  was  led  entirely  by  my  desire  to 
see  the  truth  triumph  and  to  see  peace  preserved 
between  the  country  of  my  birth  and  the  country  of 
my  adoption.  The  money  and  the  time  I  expended  in 
these  efforts  I  shall   never  regret. 


IV. 

For  generations  the  United  States  and  Germany  have 
had  the  same  great  political  aims  in  world  policy. 
One  of  these  was  the  "Open  Door"  in  trade  in  certain 
quarters  of  the  world,  the  other  and  more  important 
was  the  "freedom  of  the  seas,"  which  could  only  be 
obtained  by  England  giving  up  her  unjust  and  arbitrary 
rule  of  the  waves.  Great  Britain  was  the  common  and 
natural  enemy  of  both  countries  so  long  as  the  seas 
were  not  free.  Great  Britain  was  and  is  the  common 
enemy  of  all  nations  so  long  as  she  exercises  this 
monopoly  of  sea-power — a  clear  and  fundamental  truth 
which  must  be  patent  to  all  thinking  men. 

There  has  never  been  the  slightest  friction  in  the 
relations  between  Germany  and  the  United  States  — 
there  is  no  other  land  to  whom  we  are  so  greatly  in- 
debted as  to  Germany  for  the  best  and  noblest  gifts 
one  nation  can  give  another.  The  pretended  design 
of  Germany  in  South  America,  the  founding  of  German 
colonies  there  as  part  of  a  plan  of  conquest,  is  a  political 
slander  especially  devised  for  American  consumption 
by  John  Bull  as  part  of  his  world  program  for  stirring 
up  enmity  against  Germany.    That  he  has  been  success- 
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ful  in  fomenting  American  suspicions  in  this  matter  is 
but  one  more  proof  of  his  unscrupulous  cunning  and 
of  American  creduHty. 

How  simple  would  have  been  the  problem  of  the 
world  war  so  far  as  America  was  concerned  had  there 
been  a  president  in  the  chair  who  was  American  in 
blood,  heart,  soul  and  mind,  instead  of  a  hyphenated 
Ang^lo- American,  saturated  with  English  prejudices  and 
racial  fanaticism.  In  eveiy  problem,  every  contingency 
that  arose,  the  course  of  justice,  law  and  honest  neutral- 
ity was  clear,  a  course  which  a  thoroughbred  American 
president  such  as  Lincoln  or  Cleveland  would  have  had 
no  difficulty  in  pursuing.  ButWoodrowWilson  prostituted, 
desecrated  the  clearest  canons  of  international  law,  accept- 
ing every  lawless  action  on  the  part  of  England  and 
surrendering  the  established  rights  of  the  United  States 
and  consequently  those  of  other  neutral  nations.  How 
easily,  with  what  a  powerful  support  of  the  world's 
opinion,  might  he  have  demanded  a  free  passage  for 
non-contraband  goods  to  Europe,  and  set  up  a  list  of 
such  goods — as  provided  for  by  international  law. 
England  would  not  then  have  been  able  to  blockade 
the  entire  North  Sea  to  the  legitimate  commerce  of 
the  world. 

The  United  States  possessed  the  power  to  enforce 
the  law,  but  the  traitorous  Chief  Executive  of  that 
country  was  unwilling  to  enforce  a  single  law  which 
might  prove  to  the  disadvantage  of  his  beloved  Eng- 
land, even  when  its  violation  was  to  the  detriment  of 
his  own  country  and  all  other  non-belligerent  lands. 
There  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  in  a  courageous 
and  patriotic  course  of  this  kind,  an  American  president, 
who  was  not  a  secret  and  sneaking  atly  of  the  Bully 
of  the  World,  would  have   had  ihe  whole-hearted,  im- 
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passioned  support  of  almost  the  entire  nation — a  small 
body  of  frenzied,  disloyal  Ang-lomaniacs  alone  excepted. 
There  is  no  doubt  that  the  exercise  of  an  honorable 
and  judicious  neutrality,  such  as  that  of  several  of  the 
smaller  European  states,  would  have  kept  the  United 
States  and  its  many  diversified  populations  in  harmony 
and  equilibrum.  Instead  of  that  we  find  Woodrow 
Wilson  acting  as  one  of  the  chief  incendiaries,  re- 
sponding to  every  gust  of  falsehood  and  hatred  that 
came  whirling  over  from  Britain,  and  flinging  the  torch 
of  discord  and  persecution  among  his  fellow-citizens. 
True  manhood,  true  firmness,  true  resolution  and  sense 
of  justice  were  utterly  lacking  in  him. 

My  true  American  president  would  have  seen  the 
glorious  opportunity  offered  him  for  bringing  about  a 
new  and  blessed  dispensation  in  the  practise  of  neutral- 
ity, one  in  accordance  with  the  healthy  and  humane 
instincts  of  every  normal  being,  and  of  setting  a  precedent 
which  would  have  gone  far  to  restrain  and  limit  the 
wars  of  the  future.  He  would  have  put  into  instant 
operation  that  policy  which  for  a  short  time  you  had 
adopted  towards  Mexico  and  justified  in  words  which 
met  with  the  approval  of  the  entire  world,  whatever 
secret  purpose  lay  behind  them.  No  arms  or  munitions 
went  to  Mexico,  save  such  as  your  college  friends  were 
able  to  smuggle  in,  but  when  the  great  market  of  the 
allied  nations  offered  its  horrible  patronage,  then  all 
your  professed  principles  were  flung  to  the  winds  at 
the  dictation  of  the  Wall  Street  and  war  interests. 
It  was  a  different  matter  from  selling  guns  and  bullets 
to  the  poor,  broken-down  Mexicans.  Enormous  amounts 
of  blood  money  were  waiting,  great  profits  dripping 
with  the  gore  of  butchered  men,  and  to  these  you  and 
the  black  powers  that  swayed  you,  succumbed. 
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No  casuistry  will  ever  clear  you  of  this  damning- 
charge.  Every  dead  man,  every  tortured  limb,  every 
cry  of  agony,  every  tear  shed  by  the  sorrowing  and 
heart-broken  due  to  the  accursed  American  traffic  in 
death  and  later  to  the  inconceivable  crime  and  folly 
of  America's  entry  into  the  war,  must  be  laid  at  your 
door.  Your  double-dealing,  your  tortuous  sophistry  of 
self-justification  in  this  matter,  Woodrow  Wilson,  will 
be  graven  deep  in  history  not  only  as  one  of  the  most 
fearful  crimes  against  civilization,  but  as  one  of  the  most 
dastardly  outrages  upon  clean  neutrality,  justice,  common- 
sense  and  the  sound  instinct  of  all  right-thinking  men. 
Pens  far  more  able  than  mine  will  lash  you  for  your 
crimes  and  wrongs  and  you  will  yet  be  accorded  your 
full  share  of  infamy. 

My  word  has  no  weight  with  the  masses,  yet  in  my 
small  and  feeble  way  I  deem  it  fit  to  record  your 
monstrous  transgressions,  if  it  be  only  for  my  children's 
sake,  so  that  when  they  and  their  own  children  grow  up, 
they  may  carry  their  heads  with  pride  and  point  to  the 
fact  that  their  father  and  grandfather  was  one  of  the 
few  American  citizens  who  had  the  real  welfare  of  his 
adopted  fatherland  at  heart,  and  who  longed  that 
America  might  rise  to  the  height  of  some  great  historic 
deed  in  order  to  relieve  mankind  of  some  of  its  curses. 
Among  the  giant  evils  America  might  have  helped  to 
destroy  was  the  enslavement  of  the  sea,  the  highway 
of  the  nations,  among  the  blessings  she  might  have 
brought  about  was  a  new  and  nobler  interpretation  of 
neutrality  by  enforcing  an  embargo  on  the  means 
of  murder  between  the  nations.  Precedent  and  exped- 
iency counted  for  nothing  in  the  face  of  so  glorious  an 
opportunity,  so  clear  a  duty.  But  even  expediency 
would  have  been  served  by  a  clean  and  open  neutral- 
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ity  and  America's  trade  in  the  goods  of  life  and  of 
peace  would  have  outweighed  all  the  ghastly  profits 
she  derived  from  the  corpse-strewn  battlefields. 

V. 

You  were  well  aware  of  the  ever-increasing  imperial 
power  of  the  dollar  in  our  land.  You  yourself  declaimed 
against  it,  and  you  were  elected  by  the  people  of  the 
United  States  to  battle  against  its  corrupting  influence. 
It  was  the  imperial  dollar  that  was  reaching  out  for 
imperialistic  world  power  and  dragging  our  nation  at 
the  chariot-wheels  of  capitalistic  jingoes.  Once  you 
gave  yourself  the  airs  of  a  David  who  had  come  forth 
to  slay  the  Goliath  of  Gold.  But  the  stone  in  your 
sling  was  never  slung  and  the  monster  simply  reached 
forth  and  flung  you  like  a  rabbit  into  his  bag. 

It  is  maddening  beyond  endurance  to  observe  how 
you  have  precipitated  our  country  and  our  people  into 
a  bloody  morass  and  the  slime  of  a  cruel  and  unjust  war, 
and  to  know  how  easily  you  might  have  brought  a  true 
prosperity,  happiness,  contentment  and  unity  to  the 
American  nation,  instead  of  death,  disaster  and  civil 
strife.  You,  in  your  abysmal  blindness  and  hatred, 
have  permitted  the  classes  to  rivet  their  yoke  more 
firmly  upon  the  necks  of  the  masses.  Some  day,  as 
sure  as  the  sun  rises  and  sets,  there  will  come  the 
terrible  awakening",  an  awakening  such  as  that  black  and 
crimson  chaos  which  engulfed  Russia.  For  this  you 
and  your  satanic  policy  will  be  alone  to  blame.  Your 
guilt  attains  such  vast  dimensions  that  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  grasp  it. 

Often  I  wonder  that  the  consciousness  of  it  does  not 
drive  you  mad.  But  for  you  the  war  in  Europe,  due 
largely  to  misunderstandings  and  overstrain,  might  have 
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been    over    in   a  year,    and   all   the  belligerent  nations 
have    come   to   an   honorable  understanding.     But  you 
chose    to    fan    the    flames   of   hate   and   to    breed   still 
further  mists  of  ignorance  and  falsehood,  and  by  such 
deeds  and  thoughts  you  have  become  directly  respons- 
ible for  the  making  of  millions  of  orphans  and  widows 
in  every  one  of  the  unhappy  nations  at  war.    And  now 
the  long  and  terrible  line  extends  to  your  own  country 
and  your  own  people  must  bleed  and  suffer  as  the  price 
of    your    wanton   perversity.     Had  the  freedom   of  the 
seas  been  maintained,  or  even  the  Declaration  of  London 
to  which  Germany   had    agreed,    England  could  never 
have  instituted  her  devilish  hunger  blockade  to  threaten 
or  destroy  the  lives  of  millions  of  women,  children  and 
old  people.    Hundreds  of  thousands  have  already  sunk 
into    their    graves    from    lack  of  proper  and  sufficient 
nourishment,  and  there  were  few  among  them  that  did 
not  know  that  it  was  your  hand  that  withheld  the  crust 
of  bread,  that  behind  the  slow  death  that  blanched  the 
cheeks  of  unhappy  women  or  withered  the  roses  upon 
those    of    starving    children,    stood   Woodrow    Wilson, 
President   of  the  United  States   and  secret  ally  of  the 
World's  Master  of  Starvation.    All  these  dead  have  died 
because  of  your  inhumane  indifference,  nay,  your  satis- 
faction in  their  sufferings,  for  this  you  must  have  felt  at 
the  thought — even  as  your  ruthless  crony  John  Bull.    All 
these  dead  will  arise  in  the  days  to  come  and  offer  their 
terrible  testimony  against  you. 

Had  you  been  a  man  of  fearless  and  incorruptible 
moral  fibre  there  would  have  been  no  U-boat  warfare 
against  merchant-ships  carrying  non-contraband.  There 
would  have  been  no  armed  merchant-vessels,  no  pass- 
enger-munition transports,  no  sinking  of  the  "Lusitania." 
All  these   tragedies,   all   these   losses  must  be  charged 
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to  your  account  because  you  were  a  weakling  with  the 
fish-cold  blood  of  the  Briton  flowing  through  your  veins, 
instead  of  an  American  nurtured  on  the  ideals,  the 
courage  and  the  convictions  of  a  Washington  or  Lincoln. 
Had  England  not  entered  the  war,  there  is  not  the 
slightest  doubt  that  she  would  have  insisted  without 
a  moment's  wavering,  upon  her  immemorial  right  of 
trading"  with  all  the  fighting  nations.  But  the  un-American 
president  in  the  White  House  possessed  neither  soul  nor 
spine  and  did  not  dare  to  demand  the  same  privilege 
for  his  country.  Towards  Britain  he  was  all  slavish 
smiles,  towards  Germany,  helpless  as  she  was  to  retaliate, 
all  scowls,  insults  and  bullying  threats. 

Towards  the  Japanese  there  was  the  same  obsequious 
attitude  as  toward  England,  combined  with  an  hysterical 
fear  that  must  have  filled  the  little  yellow  man  with 
unutterable  contempt  for  the  courage  and  manhood  of 
the  Yankee.  For  the  Japanese  is  able  to  recognize 
and  honor  true  manhood  and  clean  patriotism  when 
he  encounters  them.  He  is  wise  enough  to  recognize 
that  the  wars  of  Europe  are  no  concern  of  his  and  to 
adopt  a  policy  in  accordance  with  the  best  interests  of 
his  land  and  people.  He  was  not  willing  to  sacrifice 
the  blood  of  his  countrymen  on  the  batllefields  of 
Europe  for  the  benefit  of  England—  as  you,  Woodrow 
Wilson,  were  so  anxious  to  do.  "Asia  for  the  Asiatics" 
is  his  clear  and  righteous  cry.  Had  you,  wretched 
and  blinded  partisan  that  you  are,  been  equally  wise, 
had  you  been  gifted  with  enough  inspiration  and  true 
instinct  to  follow  the  advice  of  Washington,  or  Monroe's 
ideal  of  "America  for  the  Americans"  there  would  be 
no  misguided  American  troops  in  France  today,  fighting 
shoulder  to  shoulder  with  African  negroes  and  other 
dark-skinned  savages,  and  perishing  in  their  thousands 
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as  the  miserable  victims  of  your  betrayal  and  as  stop- 
gaps and  cannon-fodder  for  their  French  and  British 
masters. 

All  these  poor  deluded  men  are  offerings  up  their  lives, 
dying-  in  torment  in  the  mud  of  France,  or  livingf  on 
as  wrecks  and  cripples  for  the  purpose  of  permitting 
British  imperialists  and  American  grafters  to  destroy 
the  greatest  people  in  all  Europe,  or  with  the  blind 
desire  to  force  their  mob-democracy,  their  bloodstained 
Wilsonian  humanity,  their  soulless,  commercialized 
"civilization"  upon  the  orderly,  cultured  and  enlightened 
German  nation.  Some  day,  too,  these  hecatombs  of 
American  lives  which  you  h^ve  flung  away  as  though 
they  were  so  much  dust,  will  be  placed  in  the  balances 
of  judgment  against  you,  when  the  Great  Lie  will  be 
brought  home  to  the  Great  Liar. 

VL 
History  does  indeed  repeat  itself  when  its  making  is 
left  to  crooks  and  felons  and  weaklings.  Precisely  as  the 
Spanish-American  War  was  hatched  and  unloosed  by 
order  of  Wall  Street  in  rank  conspiracy  with  a  foul  and 
slanderous  press  in  order  to  bring  Cuba  into  the  power 
of  the  American  financial  gang,  so  was  the  war  with 
Germany  planned  and  brought  to  pass.  Just  as  in  the 
war  with  Spain,  American  soldiers  and  sailors  went  into 
battle  with  the  lie  of  "Remember  the  Maine"  upon 
their  lips,  so  they  have  gone  into  this  unholy  war  of 
national  assassination  with  all  your  lying  phrases  about 
civilization,  humanity  and  democracy  ringing  in  their 
ears.  Just  as  the  vilest  slanders  were  heaped  upon  the 
Spanish  nation  in  this  former  war,  so  now  no  insult, 
no  calumny  is  too  base,  too  coarse  to  be  hurled  at  the 
German  nation.     The  lie  about  the  blowing-up  of  the 
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"Maine"  by  the  Spaniards  was  proved  to  be  a  lie,  and 
all  men  know  now  that  the  real  motive  for  that  robber 
war  was  the  theft  of  Cuba,  Porto  Rico  and  the 
Phillipines.  But  the  He  about  the  crimes  of  Spain  served 
the  political  felons  just  as  the  lie  about  the  crimes  of 
Germany  serves  them  at  the  present  hour.  And  now 
Cuba,  the  helpless  pawn  of  the  American  capitalists, 
is  forced  by  its  "liberators"  to  declare  war  against 
Germany. 

Great  indeed  is  the  freedom  of  the  little  nations  and 
peoples  under  the  eagle  of  the  American  dollar!  And 
the  Spaniards,  for  whom  no  term  of  insult  and  contempt 
was  too  great,  are  once  more  so  high  in  favor  with  the 
Wall  Street  thieves  and  the  Washington  sneaks,  that 
they  are  honored  by  being  intrusted  with  the  represent- 
ation of  American  interests  in  Germany  —  another  splen- 
did specimen  of  that  tactful  diplomacy  which  is  bred 
and  taught  in  the  shirt-sleeve  school  of  the  Gerards  and 
the  Roosevelts,  Had  I  been  a  member  of  the  embassy 
of  the  proud  and  noble  country  of  Spain,  I  believe  that 
I  could  not  have  resisted  the  opportunity  of  indicating 
what  I  thought  of  a  nation  that  offered  the  nation  it 
had  robbed  and  wronged  an  insult  such  as  that.  But 
the  cold  and  heavy  steam-roller  of  dollar  civilization 
is  everywhere  crushing  and  flattening  out  all  codes  of 
honor  and  dignity. 

Again  and  again  across  your  thin,  pharisaical  lips  the 
word  democracy  has  oozed  and  every  time  you  have 
taken  that  name  in  vain.  What  have  you  and  your 
like  made  of  the  democracy  that  was  once  our  great 
heritage?  Today  it  is  a  democracy  only  in  name,  its 
rulers  are  the  most  soulless,  heartless  and  corrupt 
plutocracy  the  world  has  ever  seen.  It  includes  the 
basest     social    parasites    and    title  -  hunting   vulgarians 

98 


spawned  out  of  money,  it  includes  the  puppet  English 
king-,  the  House  of  Lords,  dukedoms,  slums,  the  bloated 
nabobs  of  finance  in  London,  New  York  and  Paris,  the 
crowned  heads  of  treacherous  Italy,  traitor  Roumania, 
of  Montenegro,  Belgium,  the  semi-divine  autocrat  of 
Japan  and  the  former  Czar. 

Sickening  too  is  the  cant  uttered  about  the  "sister" 
republic  of  France.  There  was  indeed  a  time  when  the 
two  republics  might  have  struck  an  honest  blow  for 
freedom  and  democracy.  This  was  in  the  day  when 
Japan  had  humbled  Russia  and  the  wretched  Russian 
multitudes  rose  in  revolt  to  shake  off  the  tyranny  of 
Czardom.  But  here  too  the  serpent  tongue  and  cunning 
hand  of  England  reached  forth  to  gull  and  mislead  the 
American  dolts  and  to  capture  all  the  foolish  American 
sympathy  for  her  yellow  ally.  Always  ready  to  draw 
the  color  line,  the  American  nevertheless  remouthed  the 
gush  about  Japan  dictated  to  him  by  his  British  masters 
and  expressed  nothing  but  hatred  for  the  white 
Russian'  race. 

Defamation  of  Russia  by  England  was  not  difficult, 
since  the  name  of  Russia  had  always  loomed  dark  and 
ominous.  But  to  the  eternal  shame  of  England  and  her 
American  dupes,  she  found  it  equally  easy  to  slander 
and  blacken  the  name  of  the  highly-cultured  and 
essentially  peace-loving  German  people  for  no  other 
reason  than  that  she  found  their  enterprise  and  industry 
uncomfortable.  And  once  more  the  falsehoods  and 
the  calumnies  were  repeated  by  the  people  who  above 
all  others  in  the  world  should  have  known  the  German 
as  he  is,  since  no  other  people  had  profited  more  from 
his  good  qualities. 

Just  as  the  struggle  of  the  Russian  people  in  1905 
for  liberty,   equality  and  democracy  left  the  professed 
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champions  of  freedom  in  America  cold,  so  were  the 
two  Boer  RepubHcs  betrayed  by  the  same  champions 
and  abandoned  to  the  ruthless  greed  of  the  British 
gold  and  diamond  thief.  In  neither  case  did  it  suit 
the  accursed  capitalistic  cliques  which  dominate  the 
Anglo-Saxon  world,  to  lift  a  hand  or  a  voice  to  protect 
the  great  oppressed  Russian  masses  or  the  small 
oppressed  republics.  No  dividends  were  to  be  fetched 
or  rescued  under  the  cry  of  "making  the  world  safe 
for  democracy."  No  word  of  protest  was  heard  when 
that  ruthless  Butcher,  General  Kitchener,  was  starving 
to  death  thousands  upon  thousands  of  Boer  women  and 
children.  No,  on  the  contrary,  our  infamous  press  and 
base-hearted  Anglomaniacs  poured  forth  their  streams 
of  vituperation  against  the  gallant  Boers  fighting  their  life- 
and-death  battle  for  the  preservation  of  their  country  and 
their  independence.  For  such  is  Anglo-American  chivalry, 
such  its  love  of  liberty,  when  the  clink  of  the  dollar  or  the 
guinea  drowns  the  cries  of  the  helpless  and  down-trodden. 
When  England  in  her  malignant  hatred  of  the  great 
people  against  which  she  had  not  one  legitimate  grievance, 
sought  once  more  to  put  into  execution  the  atrocious 
plan  of  starving  out  an  entire  nation  (and  starvation 
and  slander  have  always  been  her  two  favorite  weapons 
in  her  robber  wars),  not  a  word  of  protest  passed  your 
lips,  Woodrow  Wilson,  president  of  the  United  States. 
The  harlot  press,  rotten  to  its  inmost  fibre,  accepted 
this  great  crime  and  even  defended  it  as  something 
perfectly  permissible.  And  the  minds  of  the  credulous 
and  ill-educated  masses  in  oUr  land  were  lashed  into 
storms  of  fury  and  saturated  with  cloudbursts  of  poison, 
until  they  came  to  regard  the  starving,  the  torture 
and  the  destruction  of  Germany  and  the  Germans  as 
something  just  and  inevitable. 
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The  system  of  British  Hes,  slander,  cant  and  instillation 
of  hatred  which  has  brought  in  so  much  land,  endless 
riches,  so  many  subject  peoples,  has  been  in  use  for 
centuries.  But  it  is  a  system  which  is  not  new  to 
America,  who  has  acted  the  same  hypocritical  role  on 
occasion,  and  since  she  declared  her  evil  war  against 
Germany  has  outdone  even  England.  The  cruel  treat- 
ment of  the  Indians,  the  robbery  and  unjust  annexation 
of  the  land  and  territory  of  the  Mexicans,  the  Spaniards, 
the  Porto  Ricans,  the  South  Sea  Islanders  and  the 
Filipinos  are  brands  of  shame  upon  the  name  of  America. 
And  now  to  crown  all  infamy,  this  black  and  monstrous 
and  wanton  war  against  the  Germans!  The  United 
States  reduced  to  the  level  of  a  subject  nation  to  the 
unchanged  tyrant  of  the  world! 

How  hideous  is  the  cant  which  you  and  other 
Anglomaniacs  utter!  You  persist,  in  the  face  of  all 
truth,  in  declaring  England  to  be  the  "Mother  country" 
of  the  United  States.  The  statement  is  false  to  the 
core  and  is  an  insult  to  the  majority  of  the  citizens  of 
the  United  States,  for  the  majority  is  not  of  Anglo- 
Saxon  descent.  In  your  heart  you  know  that  not  England 
is  the  "mother  country"  of  America,  but  that  America's 
mother  is  Europe,  the  whole  of  Europe,  which  has  given 
its  flesh  and  blood  to  build  up  the  America  of  today. 
In  the  face  of  this  clear  and  glaring  fact  you  and  other 
Anglo-American  hyphenates  would  arrogate  to  yourself 
a  predominance  to  which,  by  the  fundamental  law  that 
underlies  tha  founding  of  the  republic,  you  are  no  longer 
entitled.  These  things  are  incontrovertible  truth,  falsify 
history  as  you  may.  It  is  not  my  province  to  write 
this  history — for  this  task  there  are  other,  more  capable 
hands-  I  am  only  a  simple  American  citizen,  a  plain 
business    man,    with   clear   and  open   eyes   to   observe, 
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and  a  heart  full  of  shame  and  agony  over  the  downfall 
of  America. 


VII. 

Almost  every  act  that  you  have  committed,  every 
measure  you  have  proposed,  has  revealed  the  innate 
dishonesty  of  your  mind  and  heart.  When  the  Russian 
masses  had  freed  themselves  from  Czardom,  and  you 
thought  this  would  merely  increase  their  zest  for  war 
against  the  Central  Powers  (whose  sword  it  was  that 
destroyed  Czardom)  you  covered  the  Russians  with 
flattery,  at  the  same  time  sending  to  them  that  legal 
sophist  Elihu  Root  and  a  horde  of  ravenous  carpet- 
baggers who  descended  upon  that  torn  and  bleeding 
country  and  sought  to  wring  tributes  and  concessions 
for  American  capitalists  out  of  it.  But  the  Russians 
had  had  their  eyes  opened  to  the  real  essence  of  the 
nev/  American  civilization  and  forced  this  band  of  free- 
booters and  parasites  to  leave. 

The  absence  of  a  truly  great  American  in  the  White 
House  during  this  tremendous  crisis  in  the  affairs  of 
the  world  has  been  one  of  the  greatest  calamities 
for  humanity.  We  had  need  of  a  tower  of  spiritual 
love,  of  manly,  moral  courage,  we  had  need  of  another 
Abraham  Lincoln  whose  heart  was  full  of  pity  for  all 
mankind  and  over  v/hose  lips  no  word  of  hatred  ever 
came.  But  you!  Woodrow  Wilson,  you!  Recall  to 
yourself  the  products  of  your  mean  mind  and  your 
barren,  shrivelled  soul.  Recall  the  torrents  of  hatred, 
insult,  distrust,  the  meanness  of  your  motives,  your  evil 
and  incendiary  words  meant  to  sow  dissension  and  ill- 
feeling.  The  rank  injustice  of  your  attitude,  the  shame- 
less, insolent  denial  of  the  truth,  the  brazen  hypocrisy 
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of  your  empty  pretenses,  has  exposed  and  degraded  the 
Anglo-American  character  in  the  eyes  of  the  entire  world. 

Since  in  your  iniquity  of  heart,  your  lust  of  power 
and  your  arrogance,  you  have  ventured  to  judge  the 
German  people,  let  us  hear  how  you  yourself  are  judged 
by  a  German.  Let  me  quote  to  you  the  cold,  clear 
accusation  of  Dr.  Georg  Barthelme,  the  correspondent 
of  the  famous  Kolnische  Zeitung,  a  scholarly  man  who 
spent  ten  years  in  Washington: 

"Wilson  steered  deliberately  towards  war.  His  notorious 
proclamation  of  neutrality  which  could  in  justice  have 
applied  only  to  the  British  sycophants,  but  was  in 
reality  intended  for  the  German-Americans,  is  the 
beginning  of  a  line  of  action  which  was  developed 
consistently  in  the  course  of  the  years  following,  until 
it  finally  ended  in  the  declaration  of  war.  From  the 
first  day  of  the  war  not  only  his  thoughts  and  feelings 
were  with  the  Entente,  but  also  his  actions.  His  mind 
had  been  made  up  long  before  his  innermost  leanings 
and  wishes  had  become  apparent.  To  help  England 
and  to  ruin  Germany  was  the  final  purpose  of  his 
neutrality,  as  it  was  of  his  war-plans.  That  for  which 
he  waited  was  merely  some  plausible  pretext  by  means 
of  which  he  might  justify  himself  to  his  contemporaries 
as  to  posterity.  His  re-election  was,  of  course,  still 
more  important  to  him,  for  this  would  have  enabled 
him,  in  case  England  were  reduced  to  dire  necessity, 
to  have  recourse  to  the  last  extreme  measure,  without 
meeting  with  any  particular  interference.  His  re-election 
gave  him  four  precious  years  of  elbow  room  and  he 
resolved  to  be  hindered  in  nothing  in  making  use  of 
them,  even  if  it  should  be  necessary  to  act  against  the 
interests  of  his  own  people.  What  risks  did  he  run? 
None    whatsoever.     A    third    election    was    impossible, 

103 


even  should  he  carry  through  the  war  to  a  victorious 
issue.  On  the  other  hand,  he  had  much  to  gain — a 
professorship  at  Oxford,  and  possibly  the  prefix  'Sir.' 
America?  Bah!  Even  Roosevelt  declared  that  Wilson 
was  the  first  'non-American  president.' 

"His  entire  so  called-neutrality  was  a  spring-board 
for  England — for  Germany  a  leaden  weight.  All  things 
were  permitted  to  England,  to  Germany  nothing.  Eng- 
land might  tear  international  law  to  tatters,  England 
might  violate  all  the  laws  of  God  and  man,  England 
might  make  a  sieve  of  American  neutrality  and  even 
tread  upon  the  toes  of  the  sacred  dollar — Wilson  merely 
smiled,  or  when  murmurs  of  discontent  reached  him 
from  the  populace,  he  would  merely  lift  and  shake  his 
pedagogic  forefinger — once.  In  nearly  all  things  England 
could  do  as  she  pleased,  could  provision  her  warships 
with  supplies  from  New  York,  could  send  her  recruiting 
officers  upon  American  soil  and  solicit  recruits  upon  this 
soil,  could  impress  even  the  American  Red  Cross  into 
her  service,  could  blacklist  American  firms  by  the 
hundred,  tear  open  and  censor  the  American  Mails, 
confiscate  American  trade-secrets,  could  ship  American 
citizens,  women  and  children,  as  protecting  screens 
upon  her  munition  ships  — and  Wilson  found  all  these 
things  in  order,  for  did  they  not  serve  a  good  purpose  — 
the  victory  of  England  and  the  annihilation  of  Germany? 
Germany,  on  the  contrary,  was  held  upon  the  shortest 
possible  check-line,  and  whenever  it  was  possible  to 
lay  obstacles  or  barriers   in  her  path,   this  was  done. 

"The  Department  of  State  rose  even  to  the  sublime 
height  of  refusing  the  request  of  a  western  clergyman 
who  was  desirous  of  sending  old  woolens  and  boots 
to  Germany  by  parcel  post,  and  its  refusal  was  based 
upon  the  pretence  that  such  a  postal  parcel  constituted 
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a  violation  of  American  neutrality!  Even  Germany's 
later  acquisition  of  war  material  and  the  purchase  of 
whole  munition  factories  were  declared  to  be  treason 
and  violation  of  neutrality,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
Germany  could  make  no  use  of  this  material,  but 
intended  simply  to  store  it  and  then  assign  it  to  the 
American  government.  The  Allies  on  the  other  hand, 
were  permitted  to  turn  the  entire  country  into  a  single 
munition  factory  and  to  use  their  products  entirely  for 
their  own  purposes,  that  is  to  say  against  Germany  on 
the  European  battlefields. 

"This  cutting-off  of  Germany's  vital  nerve  by  the 
Wilsonian  government  was  soon  augmented  by  cunning 
anticipatory  measures  and  activities.  The  most  con- 
spicuous instance  of  this  was  evidenced  by  Wilson's 
attitude  during  August  and  September  of  1914.  At 
that  time  the  rumor  went  round  that  the  French  govern- 
ment was  negotiating  with  Morgan  for  a  loan  of  some 
ten  million  dollars.  The  government  at  once  protested 
against  this  action,  for,  as  Bryan  expressed  it,  money 
was  the  most  important  accessory  means  of  warfare, 
and  therefore  the  most  serious  kind  of  contraband  — 
something  no  neutral  state  could  possibly  be  permitted 
to  furnish.  The  real  purpose  of  this  announcement 
was,  however,  something  quite  different.  America  was 
at  that  time  firmly  convinced  that  Germany  would  soon 
be  at  the  end  of  her  financial  resources,  that  these,  in 
fact,  would  not  outlast  her  resources  in  soldiers  or  food. 

"The  only  power  to  which  Germany  might  apply  for 
money  was  America,  and  the  German-Americans  were 
under  suspicion  of  being  anxious  to  assist  their  old 
Fatherland  in  this  manner.  This,  of  course,  must  be 
rendered  impossible.  The  case  of  France  was  therefore 
used   as   a    pretext,    and  Washington,   having  declined 
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the  alleged  French  request,  had  also  effectually  barred 
the  way  to  satisfying  any  of  the  financial  needs  of 
Germany.  But  Germany  made  no  request  for  financial 
assistance.  Soon  afterwards,  however,  England  and 
France  and  the  rest  of  the  Allies  came  a-begging. 
One  would  naturally  assume  that  Washington,  remem- 
bering its  earlier  decision,  would  have  given  them  a 
clear  negative  answer.  But  Washington  did  not  say  no, 
but  permitted  the  hat  of  the  Allies  to  be  passed  about 
the  land.  Money  had  lost  its  character  as  a  'sinew 
of  war'  in  that  very  moment  in  which  it  was  meant  to 
serve  the  Entente! 

"The  crowning  point  of  Wilson's  war  politics  was, 
however,  embodied  in  that  trap  into  which  he.  lured 
Germany  by  his  detailed  memorial  of  January  18th,  1916. 
In  this  he  justified  the  existence  of  the  U-boat  and 
declared  every  armed  merchantman  to  be  an  auxiliary 
cruiser.  But  no  sooner  had  Germany,  three  weeks 
later,  accepted  this  Wilsonian  point  of  view  and  an- 
nounced her  more  rigorous  U-boat  warfare  against  these 
Wilsonian  auxiliary  cruisers,  than  Wilson  repudiated 
his  own  memorial  and  threatened  Germany  with  the 
direst  consequences  should  she  act  according  to  his 
advice.  At  the  same  time  Wilson  suddenly  refused 
to  regard  the  'Lusitania'  case  which  had  already  been 
settled,  as  done  away  with,  since  the  increased  severity 
of  the  U-boat  warfare  demanded  a  reconsideration! 
Wilson  thus  had  two  irons  in  the  fire.  Should  Germany 
adhere  to  her  decision  with  regard  to  the  Wilsonian 
auxiliary  cruisers,  she  would  give  him  the  pretext  for 
war  for  which  he  so  ardently  yearned.  Should  she, 
however,  once  more  retreat  from  her  position,  then 
England  would  be  helped  even  without  a  war,  and  the 
'Lusitania'   would   still  remain  hanging  over    the    head 
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of  Germany  by  the  thin  thread  of  Wilsonian  dialectics. 
War  was  to  him  not  so  much  an  end  in  itself  as  a 
means  to  an  end,  and  this  end  was  the  most  extensive 
help  for  England  so  long  as  this  could  be  furnished 
under  the   mask  of  his  one-sided  neutrality. 

"At  all  events  the  hands  of  Germany  must  be  bound — 
should  this  binding  no  longer  be  possible,  then  recourse 
must  be  had  to  open  war.  Germany,  however,  must 
herself  be  forced  to  furnish  "sufficient"  grounds  for 
war,  insofar  as  she  could  not  be  forced  by  means  of 
continued  irritation  and  humiliation  to  declare  war  her- 
self. The  declaration  of  war  by  Germany  did  not 
come  to  pass,  so  Wilson  constructed  a  substitute — an 
alleged  'challenge'  by  Germany.  'I  can  no  other,' 
he  cried,  using  the  words  of  Luther  in  his  speech  to 
Congress. 

"But  ere  he  could  prepare  to  deliver  the  last  and 
final  blow,  it  was  necessary  that  he  be  once  more 
elected  to  the  presidential  chair,  in  order  to  have  free 
play  for  another  four  years.  But  his  re-election  was 
possible  only  if  he  appeared  in  the  guise  of  a  'peace 
president'  before  the  people.  And  it  was  in  the  sign 
of  peace  that  he  triumphed,  but  the  banner  which  he 
bore  was  the  most  shameless  election  fraud  which  was 
ever  perpetrated  upon  a  nation.  Scarcely  had  he  been 
re-elected  than  he  seized  the  sword.  Nevertheless  he 
once  more  took  up  the  palm-branch  and  flourished  it 
in  his  speech  before  the  senate  on  January  22  nd,  1917, 
when  he  recommended  his  'peace  without  victory' 
project.  On  February  2nd  he  broke  off  diplomatic 
relations,  on  April  6th  he  declared  war. 

"By  means  of  his  'peace  without  victory'  he  was 
once  more  desirous  of  fettering  Germany's  arms.  When 
this  did  not  succeed  and  Germany  proclaimed  that  she 
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would  use  her  most  trenchant  weapon  against  England, 
he  saw  that  the  moment  had  at  length  arrived  in  which 
England  would  have  the  utmost  need  of  his  assistance, 
and  also  the  moment  in  which  Germany  gave  him  the 
long-desired  excuse  for  war.  Germany  was  supposed 
to  have  broken  her  promise  of  the  year  before.  That 
this  promise  was  a  purely  conditional  one  was  suppressed 
by  Wilson.  For  he  would  then  have  had  no  pretext 
for  war.  And  consequently  he  would  have  been  unable 
to  have  war,  his  war!" 


VIll. 

You  have  your  war,  the  most  wanton,  unjust,  foolish, 
criminal  and  deliberately-provoked  war  which  ever 
blackened  the  annals  of  a  nation.  It  is  not  war  in  your 
case,  but  open  assassination — of  your  own  people  and 
those  of  a  great  nation  which,  harassed  on  all  sides 
by  cruel  and  raging  enemies,  strove  to  its  utmost  to 
remain  at  peace  with  America,  strove  for  peace  almost 
to  the  point  of  suicidal  self-abnegation.  Bully,  charlatan, 
cheat  and  coward  that  you  are,  you  committed  one 
gross  act  of  injustice  after  the  other  against  this  people, 
because  you  knew  that  Germany  was  unable  to  strike 
back.  Then,  no  longer  satisfied  with  killing  by  proxy 
and  defaming  through  your  hirelings,  you  proceded  to 
slay  with  your  own  hands  and  to  traduce  with  your  own 
lips.  It  is  for  this  that  your  name  shall  be  damned  and  ab- 
horred in  the  memory  of  honest  nations  and  honorable 
men,  and  the  war  you  bred  and  launched  be  known 
as  the  Unutterable  Crime  and  Folly  of  the  Ages. 

I  am  writing  this  on  the  10th  of  February,  1918, 
just  a  month  after  I  had  read  your  message  to  Congress 
on  the  9th  of  January.    I  had  hoped  that  some  German 
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statesman  would  give  you  a  prompt  and  proper  answer 
in  order  to  expose  your  insufferable  illusions  and  fallacies 
or  to  make  clear  to  the  world  your  abysmal  hypocrisy 
and  falseness  of  heart  and  mind.  But  German  states- 
men have  not  yet  learned  how  to  deal  with  creatures 
such  as  you.  They  have  not  yet  succumbed  to  the 
lying,  emotional  phrase,  nor  to  the  windy  oratory  and 
vituperation  of  the  Entente  school.  Secretary  of  State 
von  Kiihlmann  has  made  it  clear  that  German  states- 
men believed  in  work  and  left  luncheon  and  after- 
dinner  speeches  to  their  confreres  in  London,  Paris 
and   Rome. 

Nevertheless  the  lies  and  hallucinations  of  Germany's 
unscrupulous  enemies  cannot  be  left  to  go  unchall- 
enged. Impatiently  therefore  did  I  await  the  answer  of 
the  Central  Powers  to  the  fanfaronade  of  which  you 
had  delivered  yourself  at  the  beginning  of  January. 
Finally  after  sixteen  long  and  weary  days,  there  came 
the  German  answer — on  January  25  th.  But  Count  von 
Hertling  and  Count  von  Czernin  handled  you  with  far 
too  great  delicacy,  using  towards  you  a  far  too  great 
consideration — as  towards  some  peevish  child.  Their 
gentlemanly  and  scholarly  language  could  be  interpreted 
by  you  only  as  a  sign  of  weakness.  Only  words  each 
one  of  which  is  a  blow  as  from  a  gauntlet  of  steel 
would  be  able  to  make  the  proper  impression  upon 
you,  Lloyd  George,  Clemenceau  and  the  rest  of  the 
political  ruffians. 

When  I  had  done  with  the  reading  of  your  message, 
I  was  seized  by  a  mighty  indignation.  I  burned  to 
answer  you  as  you  deserved,  but  decided  to  wait  until 
I  could  read  your  words  in  the  original  English  text. 
But  as  I  was  not  able  to  procure  this,  the  German 
text  must  answer. 
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§'  /.  Since  you  are  actuated  by  such  lofty  and  hum- 
ane ideals,  since  your  war  is  such  a  noble  and  "self- 
less" war,  why  cannot  you  summon  up  sufficient  courage 
to  publish  all  the  cables,  correspondence  and  con- 
ferences which  you  have  had  with  the  European  powers 
since  the  vei-y  beginnings  of  the  war?  For  then  the 
world  might  be  able  to  judge  the  purity  and  the  ideal- 
ism of  your  motives,  instead  of  being  forced  to  accept 
you  at  your  own  valuation.  But  secret  documents,  or 
even  documents  stolen  by  the  pickpocket  school  of 
diplomacy  which  you  have  inaugurated  as  your  most 
conspicuous  contribution  to  statesmanship,  are  hardly 
necessaiy.  Your  own  published  notes  and  messages 
suffice  to  prove  that  a  man  with  so  distorted  and 
biassed  a  mind  could  never  have  been  fair  to  Germany 
nor  capable  of  exercising  a  true  and  honest  neutrality. 

I  am  firmly  convinced,  however,  that  the  publication 
of  your  secret  diplomatic  papers  would  reveal  untold 
pools  and  pits  of  corruption,  fraud  and  deceit.  The 
sunlight  will  one  day  fall  upon  this  hidden  villainy, 
and  the  world  will  be  treated  to  revelations  such  as 
those  which  took  place  during  the  Suchomlinoff  trial 
at  which  Russia's  guilt  for  the  outbreak  of  the  war 
was  plainly  proved.  It  was  a  guilt  modified,  to  be  sure, 
by  the  plots  and  plans  of  the  French  revanchards  and 
the  British  jingoes-  Arrant  imposter  that  you  are, 
you  closed  your  ears  and  eyes  to  this  important 
truth,  in  order  that  you  might  still  further  darken 
the   issue. 

§  2.  There  can  only  be  an  unconditional  freedom 
of  the  seas.  The  exceptions  you  mention  are  merely 
intended  to  let  Great  Britain  remain  the  bully  of  the 
seas,  the  common  international  highways  over  which 
no  single  nation  has  the  right  to  rule. 
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.<>'  3.  This  clause  reads  to  mo  like  the  work  of  some 
sharper  attorney,  set  in  a  contract  intended  to  leave 
many  loop-holes  for  dishonest  interpretation.  By  means 
of  this  Germany  could  be  easily  excluded  from  trade 
with  her  present  enemies  and  shut  off  from  the  sources 
of    raw    materials    upon   which    her    factories    depend. 

,s^'  4.  You  speak  of  national  armies  large  enough  to 
maintain  internal  peace  in  a  country,  but  you  do  not 
say  a  word  about  the  reduction  of  British  sea-power 
to  obtain  the  peace  of  the  sea. 

,s^'  5.  What  you  write  of  colonies  displays  all  the 
vices  of  your  oblique  and  hypocritical  nature  at  its 
worst.  It  is  so  glaringly  inconsistent  and  illogical  as 
to  become  mere  moral  obtuseness.  Has  England  ever 
asked  any  of  her  enslaved  peoples  —  the  Irish,  the 
Indians,  the  Egyptians,  the  natives  of  Malta,  Cyprus,  the 
West  Indies,  Singapore,  the  South  Sea  Islands,  the 
African  colonies,  the  French-Canadians,  the  Boers,  the 
Persians,  and  all  the  other  lands  and  races  she  has 
oppressed,  whether  they  were  content  to  be  ruled  by 
her?  Did  the  United  States  ask  the  Porto-Ricans,  the 
Filipinos,  the  Hawaiians,  or  the  Mexicans  who  lived  at 
the  time  of  the  conquest  in  California,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona  and  Texas,  whether  they  were  willing  to  come 
under  the  rule  of  the  United  States?  Were  the  natives 
of  Alaska  asked,  or  those  of  the  Danish  West  Indies, 
when  these  lands  were  bought  from  Russia  and  Den- 
mark? Were  the  Indians  of  North  and  South  America 
ever  consulted  as  to  whether  they  wanted  the  poisonous 
blessings  of  the  white  man's  civilization,  with  his  hypo- 
critical Christian  pretenses,  his  crosses  and  his  brutal 
lust  of  power  and  gold?  Were  these  remorseless  con- 
querors invited  by  the  native  chieftains  to  come  and 
steal  their  land   and  exterminate  their  people?     Were 
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these  lands  seized  or  are  they  now  ruled  "with  the 
consent  of  the  governed?"  Did  the  Japanese  request 
Commodore  Perry  to  come  and  bombard  the  gates  of 
their  secret  island  kingdom  and  force  them  to  trade 
with  the  shrewd  and  shifty  Yankee  and  bring  to  them 
all  the  curses  and  vices  of  the  west?  It  has  been  the 
misfortune  of  Germany,  once  so  disunited,  not  to  possess 
colonies  centuries  ago,  like  England,  Holland,  France 
and   Spain. 

Germany  can  no  longer  afford  to  let  her  man-power 
be  drained  away  from  her  own  territory  and  to  go  to 
strengthen  her  Anglo-American  enemies.  It  is  the 
diabolical  design  of  the  gold-bloated  Mammonists  in 
Wall  and  in  Lombard  Streets  to  drive  Germany  from 
the  markets  of  the  world,  so  that  all  nations  may  be 
exploited  by  them  and  that  a  heavy  emigration  of 
trained,  well-educated  and  disciplined  Germans  will 
ensue  from  Germany  to  England,  her  colonies  and  the 
United  States,  where  they  may  find  Anglo-Saxon  masters 
who  will  grow  richer  and  richer  by  their  patient  work 
and  skill.  But  Germany  has  no  intention  of  committing 
suicide  nor  of  squandering  her  precious  blood  any 
longer  upon  other  nations.  Let  her  not  forget  the  loss  of 
German  blood,  power  and  brains  which  the  Fatherland 
suffered  during  the  last  hundred  years. 

Let  it  be  assumed  that  Germany  had  Canada  as  a 
colony  during  this  time  and  her  emigrants  had  gone 
thither.  There  would  now  exist  in  that  part  of  the  world 
a  wonderful  new,  healthy-blooded  Germanic  nation  of 
25  millions  of  highly-educated  and  well-behaved  people, 
industrious,  progressive,  art-loving,  the  creators  of  un- 
told cultural  values  in  the  New  World.  Of  course  the 
United  States  would  then  have  had  a  population  of 
some  ten  millions   less  of  persons  of  German  descent. 
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But  a  neighboring  state  of  such  high  cultivation,  with 
a  wise  scientific  and  governmental  control  of  the  natural 
resources — in  contradistinction  to  the  robberies  and 
vandalism  of  the  American  trusts, — would  have 
proved  of  enormous  benefit  to  the  States.  And  this 
German  colony  would  have  been  their  best  customer. 
It  is  to  the  general  interests  of  the  world  at  large,  of 
the  common  progress  of  the  human  race,  that  a  virile 
and  creative  people  like  the  Germans  should  be  given 
plenty  of  elbow  room  in  this  world. 

The  Anglo-Saxon  has  appropriated  too  large  a  slice 
of  the  world.  He  cannot  possibly  populate,  settle  or 
develop  all  the  enormous  tracts  of  territory  stolen 
from  the  Spanish,  French,  Dutch  or  countless  native 
races.  Therefore  the  Anglo-Saxon  depends  upon  other 
white  races  to  furnish  him  with  immigrants  whilst  he 
himself  remains  of  the  ruling  and  exploiting  class. 
That  is  a  much  simpler  and  easier  function,  and  it 
fills  the  pockets.  Ignorance  and  arrogance,  a  super- 
cilious disdain  for  other  nationalities,  an  innate  brutality 
and  an  unappeasable  greed — these  are  the  earmarks  of 
Anglo-Saxon  bossdom  throughout  the  world.  The 
rottenness,  the  cupidity,  the  cant  upon  which  the  reign 
of  the  Anglo-Saxon  is  built  throughout  the  regions 
over  which  he  holds  sway,  are  obvious  to  all,  a  soulless 
regime  of  cold-blooded  commercialism. 

What  this  leads  to  in  a  land  dominated  by  it  the 
war  has  proved  in  terrible  fashion  in  England  and 
America.  The  entire  cause  for  the  world  war  lies  in 
the  last  analysis  in  the  fact  that  the  greedy  Anglo- 
Saxon,  unwilling  to  share,  wanted  the  Germans  to  work 
for  his  further  enrichment  instead  of  for  themselves. 
I  have  met  many  German  captains  of  industry.  They 
too    are    responsible   for  the   war — for  had  they  gone 
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abroad  and  consented  to  place  their  energy,  brains, 
expert  training  and  tireless  industry  at  the  service  of 
English  or  American  capital,  Germany  would  still  have 
remained  the  country  of  poets,  thinkers,  philosophers 
and  dreamers  and  an  exporter  of  valuable  human  beings 
to  other  countries,  instead  of  a  great  modern  industrial 
state  and  the  commercial  rival  of  John  Bull  demanding 
its  share  of  the  world's  trade.  This  is  Germany's  real 
crime  in  the  eyes  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  huckster.  The 
entire  financial  and  commercial  spirit  of  England's  base 
and  mercenary  war  has  proved  this  again  and  again. 
Germany  is  the  only  great  power  in  need  of  larger 
colonies  and  sources  of  supply  for  raw  materials  for 
her  present  and  future  populations.  England,  France, 
Portugal,  Belgium,  America — all  have  land  in  super- 
abundance, Germany  alone  has  not  sufficient  for  her 
needs.  Had  Germany  been  permitted  to  buy  the  Congo 
at  a  fair  price  from  Belgium,  or  the  African  colonies  of 
Portugal  which  are  absolutely  useless  to  that  degenerate 
land,  she  would  have  had  the  land  she  so  sorely 
needed.  Besides  it  was  to  her  that  the  colonization  and 
pacific  penetration  of  Morocco  should  have  fallen, 
instead  of  which  she  was  juggled  out  of  her  simple 
rights  there  by  one  of  the  foulest  diplomatic  tricks  of 
v/hich  France  and  England  have  ever  been  guilty.  If 
America,  with  all  her  vast  unsettled  territory  buys  or 
annexes  lands  and  peoples,  why  should  not  Germany  in 
her  great  need?  France  with  her  dwindling  population, 
has  an  excessive  proportion  of  colonial  land.  Algiers 
for  her  would  be  more  than  ample.  Italy  by  fair 
purchase  ought  to  be  able  to  acquire  Tunis  and  Corsica 
from  France.  Africa  should  be  united  under  a  common 
European  protectorate,  so  that  all  nations  might  trade 
and  colonize  there  under  the  same  rights  and  privileges. 
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§  6.  Your  high-soundingf  words  regarding  Russia  are 
the  empty  patter  of  an  impractical  school-master  and 
a  very  badly-informed  one.  For  your  ignorance  of 
Russia  appears  in  every  word,  or  is  it  once  more  your 
besetting  sin  of  incorrigible  hypocrisy?  For  18  years 
have  I  known  Russia  and  the  Russian  people.  The 
revolt  of  the  down-trodden,  deliberately  stultified  masses 
against  Czarism  and  capitalism  was  bound  to  come  in 
that  land,  as  it  is  bound  to  come  in  the  new  despotism 
which  under  you  has  been  established  in  the  United 
States.  The  Bolsheviki  fire  will  burn  itself  out.  The 
ruling  British  and  French  capitalistic  classes  never  had 
the  slightest  intention  of  helping  the  Russian  masses. 
The  American  capitalists  swooped  upon  the  dismem- 
bered country  like  a  pack  of  wolves.  At  present  they 
are  doing  all  in  their  power  — through  you — to  drive 
the  war-\/eary,  hungry,  unhappy  people  once  more  to 
the  shambles  in  order  that  their  blood-lust  and  gold- 
lust  may  be  satisfied  by  fresh  hecatombs  of  Russian 
cannon-fodder.  The  non-interference  of  the  Central 
Powers  in  the  internal  affairs  of  Russia  is  the  only 
honest  policy.  The  Russian  people  can  have  no  better 
neighbours  than  the  well-educated,  clean,  orderly  and 
industrious  Germans,  no  better  example  of  a  well- 
organized,  modern  nation.  The  millions  of  Russian 
prisoners,  now  working  in  the  fields  and  towns  of  the 
Central  Powers,  once  they  have  returned  to  their  native 
land,  will  become  one  of  the  greatest  forces  for  uplifting 
it  to  a  higher  plane  of  civilization.  This  will  be  but  one 
of  the  many  direct  and  indirect  constructive  influences 
which  Germany  has  been  able  to  exert  in  the  war,  whilst 
fighting    for    her   life   against    a  world    of  enemies. 

§  7.     It   is   easy   to  talk  rhapsodical  nonsense   about 
Belgium,   especially   from   the   distance   of  Washington. 
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The  chief  question  is  not  of  returning  Belgium  her 
freedom,  though  it  is  certainly  not  the  intention  of 
Germany  to  hold  Belgium  permanently.  No,  the  great 
and  important  thing  is  to  keep  Belgium  free  from 
England  and  France  once  she  has  recovered  her 
freedom.  Belgium  was  neither  free,  nor  independent, 
nor  neutral  before  the  war,  and  it  is  the  intention  of 
the  Entente  that  she  shall  once  more  become  their 
vassal.  Antwerp  is  the  natural  port  of  shipping  for 
one  of  the  greatest  industrial  sections  of  Germany.  This 
harbor  cannot  be  closed  to  Germany. 

§  8.  Shame  upon  you,  you  that  proclaim  yourself 
a  professor  of  history,  for  the  little  knowledge  you 
display  of  the  most  rudimentary  French  history  and 
character.  Or  is  it  that  you  once  more  commit  deliberate 
fraud  against  your  better  knowledge?  So  it  would 
seem.  It  is  rank  stupidity  and  dishonesty  to  speak  of 
the  "injustice"  done  to  France  in  1871.  I  am  not  a 
professor  of  history,  yet  I  should  be  ashamed  in  a 
private  circle  to  display  the  ignorance  which  you 
trumpet  forth  to  all  the  world.  I  might,  without  any 
conceit,  easily  offer  to  be  your  instructor  in  French 
history  as  in  Russian  and  German.  To  France,  I  may 
say,  I  am  linked  by  ties  of  marriage.  Elsass-Lothringen 
(I  use  the  German  words  for  German  land)  has  always 
been  in  blood  and  history  and  language  essentially 
German  and  it  will  remain  so.  If  you  are  a  historian 
you  must  be  aware  of  the  shameful  manner  in  which 
this  German  territory  was  robbed  by  France  in  the 
very  midst  of  peace,  and  that  the  restoration  of  1871 
was  not  an  "injustice"  but  the  correction  of  an  injustice. 

The  Vosges  and  Jura  mountains  form  the  natural 
boundary  line  and  not  the  German  Rhine.  I  have 
visited  these  provinces  a  number  of  times  and  with  my 
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own  eyes  I  have  seen  how  they  shared  Germany's  great 
prosperity  during  the  last  40  years.  The  cities  and 
towns  were  alive  and  flourishing,  whilst  the  French 
cities  and  towns  across  the  border  were  dead,  sleepy, 
full  of  dirt  and  decay.  The  people,  87  per  cent  of  whom 
speak  only  German,  were  fully  contented,  despite  the 
French  agents  who  strove  constantly  to  poison  their 
minds.  All  this  I  have  seen  myself.  But  even  if  the 
people  of  Elsass-Lothringen  should  actually  prefer  to 
belong  to  France,  imperious  German  necessity  could 
not  permit  these  lands  ever  again  to  be  returned  to 
France,  for  they  would  form  a  glacis  thrust  into  the 
very  vitals  of  Germany.  Elsass-Lothringen  can  no  more 
be  permitted  to  separate  from  the  German  Empire 
than  the  southern  states  were  permitted  to  separate  from 
the  northern.  Elsass-Lothringen  belongs  to  Germany  as 
a  whole.     Its  "de-annexation"  occurred  in  1871. 

Long  before  this  war  I  had  become  convinced  ot 
the  absolute  futility  of  attempting  to  satisfy  limitless 
French  pride,  conceit  and  injured  vanity.  I  maintain, 
and  all  that  I  say  is  founded  upon  long  experience 
of  the  French  character,  that  even  if  the  "wrong"  or 
"injustice"  of  1870—71  had  not  taken  place,  that  is  to 
say,  if  French  and  English  diplomacy  had  succeeded 
in  persuading  the  honest  German  Michel  into  leaving 
the  robbed  German  provinces  in  French  possession, 
the  French  would  nevertheless  have  cried  for  "revanche" 
to  satify  their  injured  military  pride.  Had  the  Emperor 
William  on  bended  knee  and  with  pleading  words, 
presented  Elsass-Lothringen  on  a  golden  platter  to  the 
French,  together  with  the  war  indemnity  of  5  milliards 
of  francs,  France  would  have  kicked  the  platter  from 
the  Kaiser's  hand,  and  raved:  "We  shall  accept  no  gifts 
nor  excuses;  we  shall  take    back   everything  by   force, 
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and  the  land  west  of  the  Rhine  in  addition.  Our 
gloire  and  our  place  at  the  very  head  of  civilization 
demand  this."  What  forms  will  the  insane  French 
revanche  idea  take  after  this  war?  Even  if  the 
impossible  should  happen  and  they  should  recover 
Elsass-Lothringen,  the  bosom  of  the  French  Chauvinist 
will  burn  with  a  revanche  a  thousandfold  greater  because 
of  the  destruction  of  northern  France  and  for  the 
crushing  military  defeats  which  the  purblind  policy  of 
the  Poincares  and  the  Clemenceaus  brought  upon  him 
and  his  land. 

§  9.  Have  you  in  mind,  Woodrow  Wilson,  to  give 
to  Italy  Austria's  one  solitary  port  of  Triest,  and  the 
narrow  strip  of  coast  inhabited  chiefly  by  various 
peoples  who  never  at  any  time  belonged  to  Italy?  And 
are  you  aware  that  Italy's  coasts  are  filled  with  dead 
harbors?  Or  have  you  also  the  intention,  since  you 
have  constituted  yourself  the  arbiter  mundi,  of  returning 
to  Italy  Nice,  the  islands  of  Corsica  and  Malta,  the  old 
Italian  Crownland  of  Savoy  and  the  Italian  part  of 
Switzerland?  Are  you  aware,  professor  of  history  that 
you  are,  that  the  oldest  republic  in  the  world,  Switzer- 
land, conquered  these  Italian  lands  mainly  by  force 
of  arms? 

I  have  not  heard  your  voice  nor  those  of  the  other 
windy  prophets  of  democracy,  freedom  and  the  other 
things  in  which  you  specialize,  lifted  to  denounce  Swiss 
militarism.  And  yet  there  is  no  nation  with  so  militaristic 
a  history,  for  its  size,  as  Switzerland — for  centuries  she 
provided  soldiery  to  the  various  European  powers.  It 
Is  amazing  and  also  revolting  to  see  how  official  America 
is  concerned  about  the  fate  of  the  usually  so  greatly 
despised  "dago," — the  enlightened  land  whose  chief 
gift    to   us   has   been   the    Mafia  and  the   Black   Hand, 
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and  who  committed  one  of  the  foulest  betrayals  in 
history  when,  forgetting  all  honor,  faith  and  decency, 
she  plunged  her  dagger  into  the  backs  of  her  own 
sworn  allies. 

,<>'  10,  11  &  12.  Never  has  a  European  nation,  with 
the  exception  of  England,  who  did  her  utmost  to  break 
up  the  Union  during  the  Civil  War,  interfered  with  any 
of  the  internal  affairs  of  the  American  republic.  But  here, 
with  overweening  insolence  and  arrogance,  you  are 
meddling  with  the  internal  affairs  of  Austria,  Hungary, 
Roumania,  Serbia,  Montenegro,  the  Balkan  States  and 
Turkey.  But  not  a  word  comes  from  your  thin  and 
bloodless  lips  concerning  Ireland,  Egypt,  India  and  other 
oppressed  lands  whose  voices  cry  out  against  the 
intolerable  tyranny  of  the  British  yoke.  Their  people 
die  on  gallows  and  rot  in  jails  whilst  you  turn  a  deaf 
ear  to  their  appeals,  though  loudly  enough  you  mouth 
the  noble  sentiments  you  above  all  other  men  have  de- 
graded. There  has  been  in  this  most  insane  and  horrible 
of  wars  no  more  abominable  lie,  no  blacker  hypocrisy 
than  your  talk  of  the  freedom  of  small  nations.  The 
vast  majority  of  Americans  do  not  even  know  of  the 
existence,  much  less  of  the  location  of  most  of  the 
countries  you  name.  For  the  American  is  scarcely  taught 
even  the  geography  of  his  own  country. 

The  Dardanelles,  of  course,  should  be  free  and  open 
for  all  time  to  come.  But  why,  you  dismal  Pharisee,  do 
you  not  mention  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar,-  of  Singapore, 
the  Channel?  Your  dishonesty  is  almost  beyond  belief, 
and  as  I  have  already  declared,  it  borders  upon  idiocy, 
or  is  built  up  on  the  assumed  idiocy  of  your  audience. 

,<«'  13,  Are  you  familiar,  sir,  with  the  true  history  of 
Poland  and  the  Poles?  with  the  everlasting  quarrels, 
the  unrest  and  the  shiftlessness  of  that  land  and  people? 
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It  is  certain  that  Germany's  enemies  would  not  be  averse 
to  her  being  afflicted  with  a  vainglorious,  envious, 
restless  and  ambitious  neighbor  in  the  east,  such  as  she 
already  has  in  the  shape  of  France,  in  the  west.  The 
Polish  ruling  classes  would  like  nothing  better  than  to 
play  the  haughty,  lazy,  extravagant  grandee,  and  live 
on  the  great  works  of  industry  and  enterprise  created 
by  the  Germans.  Their  own  masses  live  in  squalor, 
ignorance,  dirt  and  disorder  whilst  they  parade  in  showy 
and  romantic  tinsel.  Were  the  Poles  to  be  given  a 
port  in  the  Baltic  (and  they  demand  Danzig)  this  would 
destroy  the  German  unity  in  the  east.  Compare  the 
wonderful,  prosperous  condition  of  the  Poles  under 
Prussian  rule  with  that  of  the  Poles  under  Russian  rule. 
Left  to  themselves  a  people  like  the  Poles  will 
accomplish  little,  except  to  divide  among  themselves 
and  create  trouble  for  themselves  and  their  neighbours. 
The  only  feasible  future  for  Poland  is  as  an  independ- 
ent member  of  the  states  of  the  Central  Powers  within 
their  future  customs-union,  railway  organisation,  postal 
services  and  the  like.  Poland  will  have  all  the  ports 
of  the  Central  Powers  open  to  her  trade  and  the 
Poles  will  be  as  much  united  in  Central  Europe  as  in 
the  various  states  of  our  Union.  Let  the  fact  never 
be  forgotten  that  it  was  Germany  and  her  Allies  who 
freed  Poland  from  the  curse  of  Czarism  and  proclaimed 
its  independence.  Had  the  brutal  Muscovite  steam-roller 
which  the  Anglo-Americans  were  so  fond  of  cheering 
and  glorifying,  succeeded  in  levelling  more  of  German 
culture — as  in  East  Prussia, — Czarism  would  have  been 
strengthened  more  than  ever  before  and  not  only  the 
liberties  of  the  Russian  people  but  those  of  all  Europe 
would  have  in  the  end  disappeared.  Where  then  would 
have  been  the  "democracy"  and  the  freedom  for  which 

120 


the  Allies  profess  such  a  passion?  Not  only  would 
Poland  have  remained  enslaved,  but  Germany,  Austria, 
Hungary  and  other  countries  would  have  been  subjugated. 

It  is  in  the  attitude  which  you  and  the  other  Anglo- 
Saxon  fanatics  adopted  towards  these  same  Russians 
that  your  contemptible  duplicity,  your  brazen,  shameless 
lying  and  disgusting  cant  may  best  be  judged.  For 
these  Russian  hordes  whom  you  would  have  rejoiced 
to  see  triumph  over  a  great  and  highly-civilized  people, 
were  the  same  Russians  upon  whom  you  had,  at 
England's  suggestion,  heaped  the  foulest  abuse  during 
the  Russo-Japanese  war.  The  Wild  Cossacks,  the 
savage  Tartars,  all  the  other  fiery  and  barbaric  Asiatic 
races  who  were  forced  to  march  with  the  loutish  and 
dog-like  moujiks  and  who  merited  all  the  foul  epithets 
falsely  hurled  against  the  heroic  German  soldier — these 
cruel  and  semi-civilized  hordes  were  cheered  in  England 
and  America  as  crusaders  of  Christianity,  as  defenders 
of  civilization  against  German  barbarism!  They  were 
cheered  when  their  knives  and  lances  still  reeked 
with  the  blood  of  slaughtered  women  and  children  in 
East  Prussia  or  Galicia,  or  as  they  drew  away  under 
a  cloud  of  death  from  flaming  villages. 

Shame,  eternal  shame  upon  the  white-livered  mis- 
creants, upon  the  slimy  creatures  who  defiled  a  brave 
foe  and  exalted  savages  into  heroes  and  saints!  And 
the  same  insane  glorification  was  extended  to  the 
Ghurkas, — to  the  wild  Indian  tribes— and  the  papers 
of  the  Anglo-Saxon  world  gloated  upon  their  long 
cruel  knives  and  described  how  beautifully  these  could 
cut  the  throats  of  Germans.  All  the  parti-colodred 
cannibals,  all  the  native  hirelings  and  slaves  raked  and 
driven  together,  all  the  scum  of  the  white  race  from 
the    slums  of    all  the  world,   were   thrown  against  the 
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Germans.  And  all  these  bestial  hordes  were  declared 
to  be  fighting  for  culture,  for  civilization,  for  democracy! 
And  now  you  will  send  the  American  negroes,  the 
odour  of  whose  burning  flesh  hangs  over  the  whole  of 
Anglo-America,  to  the  west  front  to  aid  in  the  slaughter 
of  the  splendid  white  race  from  which  our  land  has 
derived  more  benefit  than  from  any  other!  YOU  an 
uplifting  influence  for  humanity,  YOU,  Woodrow 
Wilson,  whose  hands  were  covered  with  blood  and 
whose  tongues  with  lies  almost  from  the  first  day  of  the 
war!    1  seem  to  hear  devils  roaring  with  laughter  in  hell. 

§  14.  In  this  you  remouth  the  stale  and  hackneyed 
lies  of  the  Allies  as  gospel  truths  in  the  defence  of 
which  the  American  people  are  ready  to  lay  down 
their  lives.  Parrot-like  you  whimper  and  screech  forth 
the  high-sounding  Gallic  phrases.  I  know  the  American 
people  in  their  better  senses,  and  1  believe  1  know 
them  better  than  you  do.  That  vast  numbers  of  them 
are  at  present  politically  unbalanced  and  morally  blind 
is  the  result  of  the  poison  which  has  been  administered 
to  them  for  years  by  the  Anglo-Saxon  imperialistic 
clan  and  their  newspaper  helots.  And  you  declare 
that  this  gang  of  mammonized  crooks  is  not  envious 
of  the  greatness  of  Germany?  The  same  low  and 
cowardly  tricks  which  England  has  played  in  order  to 
rob  German  trade  and  uproot  German  competition,  our 
captains  of  industry,  our  piratical  trust  barons  who  ride 
rough-shod  over  all  human  rights,  will  adopt  and 
improve  upon.  Not  a  day  goes  by  but  some  new  and 
despicable  meanness  is  reported  as  having  originated 
in  the  brain  of  these  buzzards  of  business  or  of  some 
grafting  public  official. 

It  is  difficult  to  answer  in  fitting  words  the  rest  of 
your  perverse   and  tartuffish   rhodomontade   about  not 
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wishing  to  restrain  Germany  from  taking  her  place 
among  the  other  nations,  if  she  gives  up  her  plans  of 
world  mastery.  If  any  nation  aspires  to  world  mastery 
it  is  clear  as  the  map  of  that  world  that  this  nation  is 
England,  with  America  as  a  strong  second.  The  Anglo- 
Saxon  ideal!  This  delectable  pair,  heavy  with  gold 
and  more  than  Hght  in  morality,  are  unwilling  to  grant 
Germany  her  proper  place,  a  place  commensurate  with 
her  importance,  her  power  and  her  needs.  They  never 
let  it  appear  that  Germany  is  the  closest  blood  relative 
they  have,  that  she  is  for  instance  the  tower  of  strength 
for  Protestantism,  the  faith  the  greater  number  of 
Englishmen  and  Americans  profess. 

Were  the  Anglo-American  capitalistic  groups  able 
to  work  hand  in  hand  with  the  German  capitalistic 
groups,  we  should  soon  have  a  world  money  trust 
concerned  only  with  its  own  welfare-  But  Germany  is 
not  a  land  in  which  the  financier  is  able  to  dictate 
national  policy.  In  Germany  there  is  still  a  great  body 
of  old  settlers,  of  honorable  old  families  with  hundreds 
of  years  of  stability  behind  them — a  fine  race  who  have 
nothing  in  common  with  Stock  Exchange  jobbers,  rich 
today,  poor  to-morrow,  today  a  palace,  to-morrow  a 
flat  or  the  morgue — these  men  called  Junkers,  have  still 
a  word  to  say.  They  have  not  yet  been  replaced  by 
German  editions  of  Tammany  Hall  men,  by  shyster 
lawyers  and  filthy  corrupted  politicians.  The  manner 
in  which  those  two  exemplary  democracies,  England 
and  America,  have  been  governed  by  cliques  of  jingoes, 
Marconi  thieves,  newspaper  criminals,  and  demagogues 
does  not  inspire  the  German  people  with  any  desire 
to  follow  their  example.  Whatever  changes  or  im- 
provements are  necessary  or  expedient  in  Germany's 
form  of  government  will  be  carried  out  by  the  returning 
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soldiers  who  have  saved  their  country  from  utter  ruin 
at  the  hands  of  its  ravening  enemies.  They  turn  with 
disdain,  do  these  clean,  brave  men,  from  the  foul  and 
poisonous  dish  you  would  offer  them. 

It  is  likewise  incredibly  foolish  of  you  to  attempt  to 
bring  discord  between  the  German  people  and  their 
rulers.  A  people  so  well-educated  as  the  German 
people  cannot  be  fanaticized  or  gulled  as  easily  as 
the  thoughtless,  uninformed,*  credulous  English  and 
American  masses.  Upon  the  subject  of  the  much- 
abused  Prussian  militarism,  about  which  you  know  as 
little  as  you  do  about  most  other  Continental  things, 
I  have  written  elsewhere.  I  have  difficulty  in  finding 
words  to  express  the  loathing  and  contempt  I  feel  for 
you,  and  the  horror  I  feel  at  your  actions.  Yet  I  have 
resolved  that  whenever  I  encounter  your  ridiculous 
messages  and  cant  utterances,  I  would  proceed  to  pin 
them  down  on  the  spot. 

Today,  as  I  close  these  lines  on  February  the  9th, 
1918,  the  wires  bring  me  the  important  tidings  of  the 
conclusion  of  peace  between  the  Central  Powers  and 
the  Ukraine.  I  cannot  but  wonder. what  you  will  have 
to  say  to  this.  You  will,  of  course,  in  accordance  with 
your  character  and  also  with  your  instructions,  declare 
it  to  be  a  typical  bit  of  German  treachery  against 
humanity,  democracy,  civilization  and  the  liberty  of  small 
nations  through  the  stopping  of  further  bloodshed  and 
the  recognition  of  a  real  republic  of  the  masses. 

IX. 
February    12th,    1918.    —    It    is    only    three  days  ago 
that  I   laid   down   my  pen.     Today  it  is  once  more  at 
your  service.     In   my  post  of  today  I  found  the  World 
and    the  Sun    of  December    5th,    1917.      Among    the 
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customary  shouting  and  hysterical  lieadhnes  I  find  the 
following:  "Wilson  Urges  War  on  Austria  in  America." 
"Win  the  War  Message."  "Congress  Backs  Him." 
"May  Include  Turkey  and  Bulgaria."  There  are  also 
the  following  smaller  headings:  "Immediate  Task  of  the 
U.  S.  the  President  declares,  is  to  Crush  Prussianism." 
"Congress  Shows  it  Stands  Behind  Wilson's  Policy." 
"Striking  Demonstrations  of  Agreement  with  the  Message 
in  its  Entirety  is  given  by  Audience  that  fills  House." 
"Diplomats  Join  Members  in  Applauding  Climaxes," 

It  is  small  wonder  that  the  Entente  Diplomats,  sly 
and  crafty  intriguants  like  Spring-Rice  and  Jusserand, 
and  their  plotting  and  scheming  colleagues,  should 
applaud  a  credulous  dupe  and  dolt  like  yourself  and 
the  shallow  and  mob-minded  dunderheads  of  Congress. 
For  had  these  diplomats  not  worked  day  and  night  to 
corrupt  America,  to  force  her  from  the  path  of  a  just 
and  honorable  neutrality,  where  would  the  Entente  gang 
of  liars  and  robbers  be  today? 

One  of  the  bitterest  and  most  awful  truths  to  face, 
is  to  discover  that  Congress  is  as  un-American  as  you 
yourself.  No  spark  of  manly  courage,  of  independent 
thought  seems  to  be  left  in  that  mass  of  moral  cowardice, 
bludgeoned  into  fear  and  slavish  acceptance  of  every 
imaginable  wrong  and  folly.  At  the  beginning  of  the 
war  there  was  still  a  goodly  percentage  of  true  Am- 
ericans in  the  House  and  Senate,  particularly  those  of 
Irish  descent.  What  has  become  of  these  men?  But 
I  am  wrong  in  assuming  that  all  have  succumbed.  In 
all  this  terrible  night  of  shame  there  is  at  least  one 
spark  of  hope,  gleaming  out  of  this  headline:  "La 
Follette  and  his  Associates  Remain  Seated  and  Mute, 
When  Others  Rise  and  Cheer,"  and  later  on  in  the 
report  there   appear  the   details:   "Senator  La  Follette 
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neither  arose  nor  applauded  this  declaration  (Congress 
immediately  declared  the  U.  S  at  war  with  Austria). 
Representative  J.  H.  Moore  of  Illinois  and  about  a 
dozen  other  members  of  the  house  followed  the  ex- 
ample of  La  FoUette.  They  remained  seated  and  mute, 
whilst  their  colleagues  strengthened  the  President  with 
encouragement  and  a  joint  assumption  of  responsibility." 

Let  me  record  the  names  of  these  twelve  or  more 
true  patriots,  names  which  with  those  of  La  FoUette  and 
Moore  will  go  down  in  honor  to  posterity  as  the  only 
banner-bearers  of  American  freedom  and  sanity,  when 
yours  and  that  of  your  crew  of  slaves  and  traitors  will 
be  uttered  with  detestation. 

In  his  magnificent  speech  of  April,  1917,  Senator  La 
FoUette  made  it  clear  to  you  and  the  nation  at  large 
that  the  overwhelming  mass  of  the  American  people 
did  not  want  war.  But  here  in  those  very  halls  to 
which  they  had  been  elected  to  carry  out  the  wishes 
of  the  people,  their  representatives  went  wild  for  blood. 
There  is  something  monstrous  and  incomprehensible, 
Woodrow  Wilson,  in  the  fact  that  you  do  not  scruple 
to  fill  your  lying  mouth  v/ith  such  words  as  "the  right 
of  the  people  to  self-government,"  the  freedom  of  small 
nations,  democracy  and  the  other  fine  ideas  which  you 
defile,  when  you  have  persistently  refused  to  listen  to 
the  voice  of  your  own  people.  Why  has  the  express 
will  of  the  American  masses,  which  was  PEACE,  not 
been  carried  out?  You  were  elected  upon  the  plat- 
form and  the  promise  of  PEACE!  Why  did  you  not 
let  the  people  vote  upon  the  issue  of  War  or  PEACE? 
There  was  ample  time  for  this  to  be  done! 

The  blood  of  the  American  masses  whom  you  have 
betrayed  and  sold  as  cannon-fodder  to  a  coalition  of 
criminal   powers,    will    now  have    to    flow    in    torrents. 
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Thousands  upon  thousands  will  die  for  an  Infamous  He, 
for  the  perverted  poHcy  of  a  bigot  filled  with  blindness 
and  haired  and  a  sick  megalomania.  Not  the  poorest 
Russian  moujik,  not  the  most  wretched  Roumanian  serf, 
died  more  vainly  than  the  thousands  of  Americans 
whom  you  have  flung  into  the  jaws  of  hell  for  no 
reason  v/hatsoever.  These  are  the  unfortunates  who 
must  pay  the  price  of  your  wicked  and  fraudulent 
policy,  your  double-facedness  and  cowardice.  The  rich 
and  corrupt  will  batten  upon  the  great  feast  you  have 
spread  for  them  out  of  the  earnings  of  the  people,  the 
poor  will  perish  like  flies  for  the  glory  of  the  world's 
giant  parasite,  your  master — John  Bull. 

Another  headline  shrieks:  "Immediate  Task  to  End 
Kaiserism."  Poor  wretch,  what  does  he  mean  by  Kaiser- 
ism  but  some  wild  feverish  nightmare  pumped  into  him 
by  his  Satanic  masters?  He  does  not  know  that  the  great 
task  for  humanity,  the  immediate  task  for  American 
humanity,  is  to  end,  and  to  end  forever,  Wilsonism  and 
Morganism. 

At  the  same  moment  you  whine:  "We  intend  no 
wrong  against  the  German  Empire,  no  interference 
with  its  internal  affairs."  But  your  whole  message  is 
so  full  of  inflated  and  absurd  nonsense,  so  bristling 
with  insolent  presumption,  folly,  ignorance,  falsehood, 
and  hypocrisy,  so  at  variance  with  reason  and  simple 
historic  truth,  that  it  would  be  doing  you  far  too  much 
honor  to  answer  it  further.  I  am  forced  to  hold  my 
head  whilst  reading  this  hideous  mass  of  deceit  and 
sophistry,  lest  the  blood  rush  too  wildly  through  my 
brain.  There  is  indeed  danger  that  a  patriotic,  well- 
informed,  just  and  upright  American  might  be  driven 
to  the  verge  of  insanity  by  brooding  too  long  upon 
the  evil  words  and  wrong  thoughts  you  have  sent  forth 
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into  the  world.  Mighty  wrath,  profound  indignation, 
intense  mental  agony  and  broken  pride  overcome  one 
during  the  perusal  of  such  devilish  lies,  lies  which  have 
blackened  the  lips  of  a  president  of  the  United  States 
who  has  been  cheered,  applauded  and  honored  by  an 
assembly  of  frenzied  traitors,  fools  and  imposters.  And 
the  members  of  this  blood-drunk,  howling  mob  are 
supposed  to  be  my  fellow-citizens,  the  chosen  leaders 
of  the  people.     Faugh! 

X. 
February  13th,  1918.  Only  last  night  had  I  laid  down 
my  pen  in  weariness  and  disgust,  and  today  I  am  once 
more  forced  to  take  it  up.  It  was  in  the  air  that  you 
were  going  to  speak,  for  your  advertising  agents  had 
attended  to  their  duty  in  making  this  known.  "Wilson, 
the  Trotzki  of  the  West,"  is  the  title  one  paper  bears. 
The  saintly  and  unselfish  creature  at  Washington  was 
once  more  going  to  blow  a  cyclone  of  fine  sand  into 
the  eyes  of  men  so  as  to  make  them  blind  to  the  real 
objects  of  Anglo-American  world  conquest. 

So  Germany,  who,  threatened  on  all  sides  with  de- 
struction, seized  the  sword  only  to  defend  her  holiest 
possessions  and  liberties,  is  to  be  arraigned  before  the 
court  of  mankind  like  a  criminal,  whilst  the  real 
culprits  and  criminals  are  masquerading  as  judges  on 
the  bench  and  jurymen  in  the  box!  But  we  know  that 
Justice  and  Truth  vanish  wherever  the  attorneys  or  self- 
appointed  judges  of  this  court  appear.  Their  feet  and 
hands  jingle  with  the  chains  held  by  the  pound  and 
dollar  trust.  Do  you  think  that  the  German  people  will 
be  so  foolish  as  to  walk  into  the  Anglo-American  trap? 
But  it  is  too  wearisome  to  keep  on  pointing  out  your 
thick-skinned  insensibility  to  truth,  your  inborn  menda- 
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city  and  hypocrisy.  The  German  paper  that  called  you 
"the  Trotzki  of  the  West"  did  that  revolutionary  fanatic 
a  great  injustice.  Trotzki  is  at  least  an  honest  and 
fearless  and  manly  fanatic.  You  seem  to  be  a  cross 
between  a  pedant  and  an  apache. 

It  would  be  possible  to  accept  many  sentences  of 
your  reply  to  Count  von  Hertling  and  Secretary  of 
State  von  Kiihlmann,  did  these  words  but  proceed 
from  the  lips  of  an  honest  man,  and  not  from  yours. 
That  Count  von  Czernin's  speech  was  naturally  in 
accordance  and  in  close  harmony  with  that  of  Count 
von  Hertling,  is  for  you  only  a  rowdy's  opportunity  for 
flinging  insults  against  the  German  government,  such 
as  you  deem  are  agreeable  to  American  ears.  Such 
incitation  you  and  your  accomplices  consider  indis- 
pensable in  order  to  arouse  and  keep  alive  the  war- 
fever  against  the  German  people — whom  you  profess 
not  to  be  fighting,  but  whom  you  and  other  American 
incendiaries  do  all  in  your  power  to  slander,  starve 
and  slay.  You  wish  to  free  them  from  the  bonds  of 
German  militarism  — i/OM.'  It  is  clear  as  the  blood  upon 
your  hands  and  forehead  that  your  one  aim  is  to  crush 
this  great  and  valorous  nation  and  bring  it  under  the 
domination  of  the  Anglo-American  financial  world-trust. 
If  you  think  that  a  general  peace  might  be  discussed, 
why  do  you  not  call  a  conference  together?  Your 
fear  that  the  terrible  German  militarists  would 
refuse  to  attend  is,  as  you  are  well  aware,  groundless. 
But  through  your  entire  murk  of  fine  words  one  can 
perceive  the  anxious  faces  of  the  American  war 
profiteers  and  the  hate -distorted  features  of  the 
Anglo-American  war -mongers,  daubed  like  your 
own,  with  crimson  stains  which  can  never  be  washed 
away. 
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It  is  fearful  and  tragic  to  contemplate  the  glorious 
opportunity  for  rendering  poor,  stricken  humanity  a 
service,  which  you  recklessly  flung  away.  How  easily 
might  you  have  kept  your  feet  upon  the  right  path  of 
a  conscientious,  honorable  neutrality!  Had  you  merely 
had  the  courage  to  make  use  of  the  authority  vested 
in  you  by  Congress  and  the  Senate  to  declare  an 
embargo  upon  the  shipment  of  death-dealing  arms  and 
ammunition  to  Europe.  Your  never-to-be-forgotten 
guilt  in  this  matter  is  more  than  clear  to  me  since  I 
came  in  contact  with  the  various  bodies,  the  vast 
numbers  of  our  fellow-citizens  and  also  with  the  legis- 
lators who  were  in  favor  of  this  natural  and  humane 
measure.  I  am  aware,  too,  of  the  dishonest  means 
taken  to  strangle  this  measure,  the  chicanery  which 
you   approved  of  and  supported. 

Had  you  used  your  energies  and  zeal  in  the  further- 
ance of  a  clean  and  just  neutrality,  you  would  in 
reality  have  done  a  great  service  to  mankind  and  the 
cause  of  peace,  and  today  there  would  not  be  millions 
of  Europeans  to  curse  you  as  the  indirect  slayer  of 
their  loved  ones.  Your  policy  of  "watchful  waiting," 
Woodrow  Wilson,  which  first  resulted  in  a  sea  raid  by 
the  American  navy  upon  poor,  defenceless  Mexicans  at 
Vera  Cruz,  has  ended  in  a  cowardly  land  raid  upon 
the  lives  and  territory  of  the  German  people.  You 
dared  to  declare  war  upon  a  people  who  for  over 
three  years  had  fought  a  life  and  death  struggle  against 
overwhelming  odds,  a  people  greatly  weakened  by 
untold  sacrifices  of  blood,  treasure,  and  strength,  a 
people  partly-starved  and  numbering  less  than  two- 
thirds  of  the  white  population  of  the  United  States. 
Upon  this  people,  fighting  for  everything  that  is  holy 
to    them,    you    not    only    declared   your   personal    and 
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cowardly  war,  but  with  a  callousness  of  mind  and  heart 
almost  beyond  comprehension,  you  attempted  to  hound 
upon  them  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  made  mad  by  the 
Anglo-Saxon  lie.  The  little .  neutrals,  still  safe  from 
blood  and  havoc,  you  sought  to  drive  and  bully  into 
the  carnage,  without  a  thought  for  their  own  welfare. 
Should  the  back  of  the  heroic  German  people  break 
under  this  terrible  pressure,  with  it  would  break  the 
greatest  stronghold  of  truth,  civilization,  family  life, 
universal  idealism,  deep  religious  sense,  free  scholarship 
and  scientific  research  of  which  the  white  race  can 
boast.  With  it  would  fall  the  buttress  of  the  highest 
and  best  that  has  been  evolved  in  European  civilization^ 
for  Germany  is  today  the  defender  of  European  culture 
and  integrity,  even  though  her  neighbors,  blind  with 
suicidal  rage,  cannot  at  present  perceive  this  great 
truth.  Should  this  strong  and  enlightened  nation 
succumb  to  sheer  mass  and  numbers,  there  would  be 
not  a  single  glint  of  glory  in  such  a  "victory"  for  the 
mongrel  armies  of  whites,  blacks,  yellows,  reds  and 
browns — nothing  but  a  sea  of  shame.  The  only  possible 
righteous  course  still  left  open  to  you,  Woodrow 
Wilson,  is  to  withdraw  the  American  troops  from 
European  soil  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  to  leave  the 
Europeans  to  settle  their  own  affairs.  The  great  crime 
may  be  still  made  good,  ere  darker  and  deeper  shame 
and  infamy  ensue. 

Here  End  These  Painful  Chapters. 

Hamburg,  February  1918. 
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TO  WILLIAM   HOWARD  TAFT 

THE   BOGUS    PEACE  PROPHET   AND   THE 
POLITICAL  BILL  SYKES 

^ou  too  have  failed  in  the  greatest  crisis  that 
ever  confronted  our  country,  at  a  time  v.-hen 
real  American  spirit  and  real  American 
leaders  were  needed  to  lead  our  people 
along  the  clearly-marked  path  of  right  and  reason. 
I  had  pinned  certain  hopes  on  you  when  the 
first  hissings  and  bellowings  came  from  the  lips  or 
loud-roaring  jaws  of  our  public  men  in  tirades  of  rank 
abuse  of  Germany  and  slavish  repetitions  of  British 
slanders.  I  failed  to  hear  your  voice  in  that  collection 
of  blackguards  and  mud-slingers,  when  the  wild  and 
whooping  Roosevelt  did  his  utmost  to  show  how  easily 
he  had  acquired  the  manners  of  the  jungle.  I  did  you 
the  credit  to  believe  that  this  company  of  rowdies 
and  gunmen  would  prove  little  to  the  taste  of  a  quiet, 
respectable  gentleman  like  yourself.  For  at  that  time 
I  still  assumed  that  you  were  a  gentlemen,  not  only 
in  manners  but  in  the  exercise  of  that  code  of  con- 
duct which  your  fellows  had  torn  into  tatters. 

Then  and  there  was  your  opportunity  to  show  what 
an  American  with  the  highest  patriotic  motives  might 
accomplish  in  keeping  his  country  out  of  the  hog- 
wallow  of  greed,  hatred   and   ignorance    into  which   it 
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was  being  dragged  by  the  Anglo-Saxon  maniacs  and 
the  traitors  to  its  welfare.  And  since  self-interest  appears 
to  be  the  ruling  motive  with  politicians,  1  will  point 
out  that  you  might  have  obtained  great  personal 
satisfaction  from  opposing  the  frothing  madness  of 
Roosevelt  who  had  slandered  you  as  basely  as  he 
slanders  the  Germans  and  his  former  host,  the  Kaiser. 
It  was  in  accordance  with  Rooseveltian  morals  to  stab 
a  great  nation  and  its  ruler  in  the  back,  as  he  had 
stabbed  his  friend. 

I  have  seen  you  in  the  flesh,  sir,  only  once.  You 
were  then  still  the  Secretary  of  State,  and  your  friend, 
then  President,  Theodore  Roosevelt,  was  "training" 
you  to  be  his  successor  in  the  White  House.  It  was 
in  the  air  that  you  were  to  be  a  presidential  candidate. 
I  was  one  of  thousands  of  other  American  citizens 
who  heard  you  deliver  a  speech  at  the  Grand  Central 
Palace  in  New  York.  I  was  too  far  away  to  be  able 
to  obtain  a  good  look  at  your  face.  But  your  portly, 
solid  body  loomed  up  clear  and  strong  Your  senti- 
ments found  the  approval  of  your  audience,  though 
your  quiet,  earnest  and  unemotional  manner  of  delivery 
did  not  stir  the  masses  to  any  great  enthusiasm  —  used 
as  they  are  to  cruder  appeals. 

However  that  may  be,  I  at  least  was  well  pleased, 
and  a  little  later  you  were  given  my  vote.  You  re- 
mained my  friend,  as  it  were,  and  when  the  yawping 
T.  R.  began  to  denounce  you  and  cast  dirt,  I  took 
your  side  at  once.  You  were  an  agreeable  contrast  to 
the  Rough  Rider  and  the  Rough  Liar  embodied  in  the 
Bounding  Bully.  And  so  you  may  imagine  that  it  was 
with  great  difficulty  that  I  could  believe  that  you,  the 
bland,  smiling,  good-natured  American  gentleman,  if 
that  word  still   means   anything,    had    also    developed 
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into  a  foam-flecked  savage  whooping  on  the  warpath 
and  yelling  for  bloody  scalps  and  the  lives  of  Germans. 
You  too  had  joined  the  Anglo-Saxon  Huns  and  were 
grovelling  in  the  mire. 

American  newspapers  reached  me  today,  February 
14  th,  1918,  among  them  the  N.  Y.  Sun  of  December 
8th,  1917.   One  column  bears  the  heading: 

"MUST  CLUB  GERMAN  PEOPLE,  SAYS  TAFT. 
Asserts  They  Need  it  as  Much  as  Rulers." 

This  bit  of  vulgarity  and  brutality  induced  me  to 
write  the  protest  which  you  are  able  to  read  only  now. 
At  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the  American  Society  of 
Mechanical  Engineers,  you  declared,  whilst  imitating  like 
a  parrot  the  canting  falsehood  of  the  White  House 
Hypocrite,  that  the  world  would  not  be  a  safe  place 
for  democracy  until  the  German  people  and  their  rul- 
ers "had  been  hit  on  the  head  with  a  club."  How 
quickly  and  how  thoroughly  you  have  acquired  the 
language  of  the  Bowery  thug,  of  the  hooligans  of  press 
and  platform.  How  thin  was  your  faked  pretense  of 
advocating  peace,  your  humanitarian  messages  and  all 
the  other  rotten  rigamarole  with  which  you  had  gulled 
the  mob.  One  gust  of  the  war-lunatics'  trumpet  and 
you  stood  naked  in  all  your  contemptible  puerility  and 
weakness,  howling  with  the  wolves,  calling  names  like 
a  school-boy  in  the  language  of  the  gutter.  Both  the 
gentlemen  and  the  pacifist  were  a  sham,  and  had  your 
sense  of  moral  decency  not  been  blinded  by  your  o\yn 
gross  lack  of  moral  courage  and  ability  to  recognize 
what  is  decent  and  what  indecent  in  a  public  man's 
behaviour,  you  would  feel  your  own  degradation  as 
keenly  as  1  do.  You  have  indeed  become  a  strong 
force    for    the    civilization    and    uplifting    of    mankind 
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through  Peace  and  the  Love  of  Peace,  you  large  im- 
poster,  swollen  with  venom  now,  as  you  were  once 
swollen  with  wind. 

The  rulers  who  require  a  clubbing  on  the  head,  to 
use  your  own  delicate  vocabulary,  are  the  rulers  who 
have  betrayed  America  into  the  most  criminal,  unnec- 
essary war  that  ever  was  foisted  upon  a  misled  people. 
And  among  these  rulers  and  false  leaders  your  head 
needs  about  as  hard  a  clubbing  as  any  within  view. 
And  if  the  hypnotized  and  drugged  people  could  also 
be  hit  over  the  head  with  a  club  there  is  no  doubt 
that  they  v/ould  soon  awake  and  make  short  shrift  with 
the  scoundrels  who  have  sold  them  as  battle-dung  and 
cannon-fodder  to  British  Imperialism  and  Wall  Street 
Greed.  They  would  at  length  realize  what  their  Dem- 
ocracy has  come  to  under  the  guidance  of  such  men 
as  you,  Roosevelt  and  the  Unutterable  Wilson. 

Your  eyes,  once  filled,  as  you  led  us  to  believe,  with 
visions  of  peace  and  good-will  among  men,  are  now 
swimming  with  blood.  Calmly  you  talk  of  a  war 
that  is  likely  to  last  from  two  to  four  years  more  and 
that  in  all  probability  from  3  to  7  millions  of  American 
soldiers  are  required  to  bring  it  to  victory.  I  have 
no  doubt  that  unless  the  American  masses  free  them- 
selves from  their  bloodthirsty,  gold-corrupted  and  fana- 
ticized  tyrants,  many  a  poor  American  boy  will  be 
slaughtered  on  European  battle-fronts  for  their  exclusive 
benefit.  For  every  American  who  dies  in  Europe  dies 
not  for  the  defense  of  his  own  countiy,  nor  for  Democracy 
(such  Democracy!)  nor  for  any  of  the  other  Lies  you 
and  your  fellows  bray  abroad  in  the  world,  but  solely 
and  wholly  for  the  most  accursed,  the  blackest,  the 
foulest  despotism  that  ever  throttled  a  nation  since  the 
days  of  Ivan  the  Terrible. 
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There  were  times  when  you  were  referred  to  as 
having  a  "judicial  mind."  That  was  a  grave  miscon- 
ception, for  you  have  shown  not  the  slightest  capacity 
forjudging  the  European  situation  aright,  not  the  slight- 
est understanding  for  the  immense  wrong  perpetrated 
against  the  German  people,  not  the  shadow  of  any 
indignation  against  the  injustice  of  which  they  have 
been  the  victims  since  the  very  beginning  of  the  war. 
Your  mind  a  judicial  one?  It  is  small  wonder  that  our 
country  has  been  catapulted  into  the  murderous  blood- 
pool,  if  minds  such  as  yours  can  be  held  to  be  judicial. 
For  the  word  of  the  poet  has  become  true:  "O  judg- 
ment thou  art  fled  to  brutes." 

It  is  like  you,  secure  in  your  greasy  hypocrisy  and 
adding  fuel  to  the  flames  of  ignorant  hate,  to  fling 
mud  at  the  character  of  a  man  whose  boot-latches  you 
are  unfit  to  tie.  There  is  no  need  of  your  being  con- 
cerned about  the  "judicial  mind"  of  that  true  American, 
that  staunch  champion  of  the  truth,  that  real  friend  of 
his  deluded,  poisoned  and  knout-driven  countrymen. 
Senator  La  Follette.  Your  stupid  audience  hissed  his 
name,  quite  in  keeping  with  the  rule  that  the  mob  in- 
variably persecutes  and  fails  to  recognize  its  saviours, 
but  the  day  will  surely  come  when  his  name  will  be 
honored  and  blessed  throughout  the  land,  and  yours  and 
those  of  your  fellow-rogues  hissed  and  execrated. 

It  is  in  accordance  with  the  moral  of  the  Anglo- 
American  war-monger  that  he  should  spit  and  spew  his 
insults  against  the  quiet,  orderly,  law-abiding  German- 
American  citizen,  forced  to  see  an  ocean  of  ordure 
hurled  against  the  heroic  men  of  his  blood,  and  to  be- 
hold all  the  hideous  preparations  made  to  murder  a 
people  from  which  we  have  received  only  good.  It  is 
characteristic  of  such  men  as  you,  William  Howard  Taft, 
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and  of  the  cowardice,  the  utter  want  of  fairness,  not  to 
speak  of  magnanimity,  which  are  part  and  parcel  of 
your  nature. 

I  have  nothing  further  to  say  to  you,  nor  are  you  of 
such  importance  as  to  merit  further  attention.  In  the 
great  Black  Book  of  Infamy  reserved  for  the  Arch  Traitors 
of  the  Republic,  your  name  will  have  its  place.  To 
future  generations  you  will  mean  little  or  nothing  they 
will  lump  your  name  with  those  of  the  men  who  pre- 
pared, who  perpetrated  and  who  condoned  the  most 
awful  crime  ever  committed  against  a  foreign  nation 
and  against  our  own. 

Hamburg,  Jan.  18. 
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TO  JAMES  W.  GERARD 

PLAIN  WORDS  WITH  AN  AMBASSADORIAL 
BOUNDER 


our  book  "My  Four  Years  in  Germany"  was 
sent  me  by  my  friend,  Mr.  R.  L.  Orchelle  of 
Berlin.  Mr.  Orchelle  did  not  take  your  book 
at  all  seriously  and  contented  himself  with 
ironically  quoting  characteristic  passages  from  it  without 
comment,  in  an  English  newspaper,  thus  damning  you 
with  the  evidence  of  your  own  baseness  out  of  your  own 
mouth.  But  if  neither  you  nor  your  opinions  can  be 
taken  seriously,  the  high  official  position  which  you 
once  occupied,  however  unworthily,  and  write  about, 
however  meanly,  is  of  such  importance  that  I  hope 
some  able  German  or  American  publicist  will  yet 
undertake  the  necessary  if  nauseating  task  of  answering 
you  as  you  deserve.  And  that  another  book  will  be 
written  —  "Gerard's  Four  Years  in  Germany"  in  which 
you  will  appear  as  you  really  are.  It  would  be  a  book 
of  shame  and  judgment  in  which  all  your  vileness,  all 
your  folly,  vulgarity,  ignorance,  caddishness  and  moral 
cowardice  would  be  placed  on  lasting  record  as  the 
proper  offset  to  the  attempts  at  self-glorification  and 
whitewashing  in  your  own  book. 

As   I  have    devoted    myself    to    calling    to    a    strict 
account  some  of  our  public  men  for  their  actions  and 
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utterances  during  the  v/ar,  if  only  as  war  recollections 
for  my  children  and  my  children's  children,  I  will  now 
take  up  up  a  few  of  the  most  outstanding  perversities 
in  your  book  and  place  them  and  you  where  both 
belong. 

I  had  no  occasion  to  meet  you  in  person,  for 
American  official  quarters  soon  became  forbidden  ground 
for  me.  Soon  after  reaching  the  land  of  my  birth  on 
December  25  th,  1915,  my  passport  was  filched  from  me 
on  April  18  th,  1916,  by  Consul-General  Morgan  of 
Hamburg,  no  doubt  upon  orders  from  you.  The  entire 
story  of  this  outrageous  action  and  the  alleged  reasons 
for  it  I  have  told  elsewhere. 

Not  a  single  American  I  have  ever  m.et  had  a  single 
word  of  praise  or  admiration  for  you.  In  their  estimation, 
to  use  your  own  kind  of  language,  you  were  a  tough 
proposition,  an  excellent  specimen  of  Tammany  Hall 
Grafter,  a  shirt-sleeve,  cuspidor,  ward-politician,  without 
a  trace  of  true  gentlemanliness,  without  the  slight- 
est indication  of  what  an  am.bassador  should  be.  The 
man  who  to  some  extent  upheld  the  ambassadorial 
dignity  in  the  embassy  in  which  you  acted  as  office- 
boy  and  chucker-out,  was  Mr.  Joseph  C.  Grew,  your 
first  Secretary  of  Legation  —  a  fact  which  seems  to 
have    dawned  even  upon  you. 

Your  post  came  to  you  not  through  merit  or  fitness, 
but  as  payment  for  political  services,  for  contributions 
to  the  first  Wilson  Campaign  Fund,  contributions  which 
you  were  enabled  to  make  with  the  help  of  the  millions 
your  wife-  daughter  of  the  copper-miner  Marcus  Daly, 
(she  who  once  ran  bare-footed  around  the  slag-piles 
of  Butte,  Montana)  — inherited  from  the  sudden  wealth 
her  father  acquired.  And  with  this  swift  wealth  there 
came  naturally  the  ambition  to  shine  at  some  European 

139 


embassy — her  first  choice,  true  to  the  instincts  of  Anglo- 
American  snobbery,  being  London  and  Paris.  London 
and  Paris  declined  you  without  thanks  —  only  good- 
natured  Germany  was  courteous  and  shortsighted 
enough  to  accept  you  as  an  "ambassador."  And  your 
boss  at  Washington  had  the  impudence  to  tlirust  upon 
one  of  the  most  highly-cultured  nations  of  old  Europe  a 
rapscallion  rowdy,  a  blatant,  crude-mannered  street-boy 
as  the  diplomatic  representative  of  the  American 
people. 

Your  "foreword"  begins  with  a  huge  capital  "I"  and 
this  capital  I — I — I  runs  all  through  your  book  in  type  as 
well  as  in  spirit.  Your  noisy  insistence  upon  your  own 
importance  is  in  direct  inverse  ratio  to  the  real  degree 
of  that  importance.  That  which  to  a  man  like  you,  to 
one  without  a  code  of  manners  or  morals,  is  apparently 
of  no  importance,  is  truth  and  the  speaking  of  truth. 
When  a  man  of  the  most  staunch  and  upright  integrity 
such  as  the  Honorable  Champ  Clark,  whom  1  have  the 
honor  of  knowing  personally,  calls  you  a  liar  before 
all  the  world,  he  may  be  said  to  be  expressing  the 
general  opinion  of  that  world.  And  the  man  who  after 
reading  your  book  could  doubt  that  you  are  a  liar  and 
a  despicable  one  at  that,  must  be  lacking  in  all  ability 
to  recognize  the  cloven  hoof  and  the  cloven  tongue 
even  when  they  are  thrust  into  his  face. 

Against  your  four  years  in  Germany  I  can  place  twenty- 
two  years  out  of  my  forty-nine  years  of  life  spent  in 
Germany.  And  I  am  as  familiar  with  the  German  spirit 
and  language  as  you  are  ignorant  of  them,  for  you  your- 
self admit  that  your  knowledge  of  that  tongue  is 
very  imperfect.  As  for  knowing  the  profound  soul  of 
the  German  people — that  would  be  a  feat  beyond  the 
capacity  of  a  nature  so  shallow  as  yours. 
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You  spent  the  first  nineteen  months  of  the  war  in 
Germany,  I  the  first  fifteen  in  the  United  States,  the 
other  four  in  Scandinavia  before  I  came  to  warring 
Germany.  I  know  by  personal  experience  and  obser- 
vation the  behaviour  of  the  American  people  and  their 
government  during  the  first  fifteen  months  of  the  war 
whilst  you  were  in  Germany  — doing  all  in  your  power 
to  increase  hatred  and  misunderstanding.  And  I  am 
still  in  this  country,  observing  all  things  from  the 
standpoint  of  a  free  American  citizen,  not  that  of  a 
slave  of  Wilson,  Wall  Street  and  their  English  masters. 
And  you,  James  W.  Gerard,  as  their  official  helot  and 
spy  in  Berlin,  were  naturally  able  to  see  only  through 
the  grimy  spectacles  planted  upon  your  nose  by  the 
English  masters  who  used  you  whilst  they  despised 
you.  There  is  no  excuse  either  for  your  ignorance  nor 
your  calumnies,  for  during  your  four  years'  stay  in 
Germany  you  had  an  opportunity  of  coming  in  touch 
with  all  classes  of  people,  and  of  ridding  yourself  of 
the  rude  provincial  prejudices  with  which  you  came 
— and  departed. 

Now  to  my  answer.  I  marked  so  many  passages  in 
your  hate-inspired  and  hate-breeding  volume,  that  I 
might  write  a  history  of  every  conceivable  human  perfidy 
before  I  could  deal  with  them  all.  The  lies— gross, 
shameless,  stupid — begin  to  bristle  in  the  very  foreword. 
You  dare  to  write  that  the  German  people  were  led  into 
the  war  by  the  military  Junker  party  on  the  promise  of 
"untold  riches  and  the  dominion  of  the  world."  There  is 
but  one  reply  to  this  monstrous  statement;  the  one  al- 
ready given  you  by  Champ  Clark:  "You  are  a  liar"—  a  liar 
who  knows  that  he  is  lying.  For  you  surely  know  the 
real  causes  of  the  war,  as  they  have  been  set  forth 
by    clear    and    clean-minded    publicists,    German    and 
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English  and  Swiss  —among  the  latter,  to  mention  but  a 
few,  Mr.  E.  D.  Morel  and  that  admirable  Swiss  military 
writer,  Slegemann. 

Not  once  have  you  mentioned  the  deep,  fundamental 
reasons  for  the  war,  for  instance,  the  encircling  policy  of 
King  Edward  Vll  which  justly  made  the  German  nation 
so  nervous  and  suspicious — a  political,  starving-out, 
offensive  coalition  of  envious,  revengeful  and  power- 
ful nations.  Like  a  low  shyster  lawyer  you  suppressed 
every  allusion  to  this  well-known  fact,  for  you  knew  that 
it  knocks  the  underpinning  from  the  rotten  foundation 
upon  which  the  so-called  war  for  humanity  and  civili- 
sation of  the  Allies  is  based.  You  know  deep  down  in 
the  depths  of  your  spotted  heart  that  it  was  not  necessary 
for  the  German  "poets,  professors,  pedagogues  and 
parsons"  to  unite  in  stirring  up  hatred  to  a  white  pitch 
among  the  people  "first  against  Russia,  then  against 
England."  Not  hate  as  you  feel  hate,  but  the  manly 
furor  teutonicus  deeply  slumbering  in  the  hearts  of 
this  patient  but  virile  race,  awoke  to  punish  the  invading 
hordes  of  Asiatic  Russians  for  their  crimes  and  cruelties 
and  to  throw  them  out  of  East  Prussia.  This  hatred, 
this  wrath  was  just  as  natural  and  just  as  just  as  that 
which  was  later  directed  against  England  when  that 
country's  political  leaders  proved  themselves  to  be  the 
most  unscrupulous  war-speculators.  Hate,  you  say,  was 
preached  first  against  Russia,  then  against  England, 
and  now  against  America. 

First  of  all,  there  is  in  the  German  character  none 
of  the  Anglo-Saxon  deceit,  brutality  or  spite,  none  of 
the  Latin  cruelty  or  Slavic  bestiality  to  provide  the  neces- 
sary foundation  for  hate  to  build  upon.  The  German 
good-nature,  fairness,  calm,  objective  consideration, 
philosophy.    Socialistic    ideals,    education,    cosmopolit- 
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anism  and  appreciation  of  everything*  great  and  good 
in  other  nations,  simply  make  it  impossible  for  this 
people  to  hate  as  others  do.  Naturally,  they  despised 
with  all  their  heart  those  fake  Americans,  those  blood- 
spattered  prolongers  of  the  war,  those  makers  of  count- 
less German  widows  and  orphans,  those  hunters  after 
personal  gain  who  in  the  name  of  humanity  and  neu- 
trality converted  the  United  States  into  one  vast  work- 
shop of  war  material  for  the  Allies.  Again  and  again 
have  I  heard  in  Germany  the  words:  "killed  by  American 
shells  and  bullets" — words  of  damnation  against  a 
government  that  had  given  its  approval  to  a  policy  of 
murder  by  proxy.  I  myself  have  spoken  to  many  a 
war  veteran  fearfully  crippled  by  American  ammunition. 
But  for  this  service  of  assassination  for  the  sake  of  money, 
the  war  would  have  been  over  years  ago,  would  have 
been  settled  upon  an  equable  basis,  making  for  a  per- 
manent peace.  With  clear  and  unmistakeable  logic  the 
German  may  lay  all  the  blame  for  the  continuation 
of  the  monstrous  slaughter  at  the  door  of  the  United 
States,  precisely  as  History  will  one  day  do. 

And  yet  you  dared  to  put  down  in  black  and  white 
a  statement  like  the  following  —  it  is  indeed  difficult 
to  know  whether  you  are  more  knave  or  fool:  "We 
are  in  this  war  because  we  were  forced  into  it,  because 
Germany  not  only  murdered  our  citizens  on  the  high 
seas  but  also  filled  our  country  with  spies  and  also 
sought  to  incite  our  people  to  civil  war." 

Let  us  grant  for  a  moment,  even  in  the  lying  form 
in  which  this  statement  puts  it,  that  Germany  "murdered" 
our  citizens  upon  the  high  seas.  Were  not  our  citizens 
actually  murdered  upon  land  in  Mexico  without  Wilson's 
declaring  war?  Have  not  American  war -profiteers 
murdered  treacherously  from  their  coigns  of  safety  tens 
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of  thousands  of  Germans  for  each  of  those  American 
fools  and  dupes  who  were  incidentally  drowned  upon 
a  British  munition-transport  in  a  war-zone  where  they 
had  absolutely  no  business  to  be?  Against  every 
possible  German  spy  or  agent  in  our  country  there  were 
surely  a  thousand  English  ones.  These  creatures,  and  the 
blatant  shouters  of  "Blood  is  thicker  than  water,"  the 
rabid  Anglomaniacs,  Wall  Street  and  the  festering 
press  were  they  who  incited  our  people  if  not  to 
civil  war,  then  to  madness  and  inhuman  torture  of 
helpless  and  innocent  men,  to  lynching  and  other  hor- 
rors. Upon  your  head  too  this  blood  will  lie,  and 
burn  like  the  fires  of  hell — when  your  hour  of  tribu- 
lation comes. 

For  once  you  speak  truth  when  you  remark  that  the 
severance  of  diplomatic  relations  with  America  did  not 
disturb  Germany.  You  were  still  able  to  walk  like  a  hero 
about  the  streets  of  Berlin,  entirely  unmolested,  instead 
of  being  torn  into  shreds  and  ribbons  of  unwholesome 
flesh  by  an  outraged  crowd  as  would  have  been  your 
fate  in  the  capitals  of  your  Allies,  had  you  wronged 
and  betrayed  their  people  as  you  wronged  and  betrayed 
the  German.  Later,  after  you  had  left  Germany  for 
Germany's  good,  and  Wilson's  infamous  declaration  of 
war  was  unloosed  upon  a  nation  already  fighting  a 
world  of  ravening  enemies,  a  sigh  of  relief  went  up  in 
many  quarters  that  America  had  at  least  become  an 
open  enemy  instead  of  an  assassin.  For  such  had  been 
the  role  of  Uncle  Sam,  the  helpless,  mindless,  creature 
of  the  world's  highwaymen. 

You  the  official  disciple  of  hate,  you  the  cancer 
breeding  falsehood,  error,  fanaticism  in  every  line  of 
your  paltry  book,  you  dare  speak  of  the  hate  of  the 
German  people — YOU!    And  adopt  an  air  of  injury  and 
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indignation  as  thoug^h  you  and  your  like  deserved 
anything  more  than  the  most  abysmal  loathing  on  the 
part  of  the  people  whom  you  have  slandered  and 
blackguarded  before  and  during  this  latest  war  you 
strove  to  bring  about.  It  would  be  no  more  than 
divine  justice  if  your  name,  insignificant  though  it  be  in 
itself,  were  held  up  to  the  execration  of  all  coming 
generations  of  Germans.  And  yet,  strange  to  say,  even 
now  this  wonderful  people  upon  whom  you  have  voided 
your  malice,  are  filled  with  amazement  at  the  raging 
delirium  of  America  rather  than  with  hatred.  That  is 
something  which  a  person  of  your  mental  and  moral 
calibre  cannot  possibly  comprehend,  yet  it  is  true.  In 
their  sound  commonsense  and  their  deeply-rooted  feeling 
of  justice  the  German  people  know  full  well  that 
Wilson's  and  Wall  Street's  War  is  not  our  People's  War. 

On  page  36  you  say:  "I  answer  that  everyone  in 
America  knew  that  the  Standard  Oil  Company  had 
neither  influence  with  nor  control  over  President  Wilson 
and  Secretary  Bryan  but  that  they  both  could  and 
would  give  the  Standard  Oil  Company  the  same  measure 
of  protection  which  any  American  citizen  doing  business 
abroad  had   a  right  to   expect  from  the  government." 

Despite  your  contempt  for  the  truth,  your  mind  is 
not  subtle  enough  to  play  the  sycophant  in  any  but  a 
crude  and  blundering  manner,  so  you  attempt  to  flatter 
your  master  with  a  whopping  lie.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
every  newsboy  knows  that  our  government  is  a  govern- 
ment of,  for  and  by  the  trust  magnates.  And  you 
yourself  know  better  than  most  that  a  small  business 
concern  would  never  be  given  the  same  degree  of 
protection  abroad  as  that  commanded  by  the  Standard 
Oil  Company.  My  own  business  is  by  no  means  a 
small   one,    and    yet,    despite    repeated    appeals,   I  did 
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not  receive  the  slightest  assistance  either  fromWashing ton 
or  the  American  Legation  at  Christiania  when  a  helping 
hand  would  have  saved  my  firm  a  loss  of  50,000  dollars. 
The  usual  callous  indifference  was  shown  to  all  our 
representations — for  the  interests  as  well  as  the  lives  of 
American  citizens  abroad  are  of  value  to  our  govern- 
ment only  when  tney  may  serve  private  or  party  interests. 
A  big  trust  would  have  been  given  the  required  assis- 
tance with  the  utmost  speed.  But  my  firm's  political 
influence  at  Washington  was  nil.  A  trust  man  would 
have  roared  forth  his  instructions  and  the  grafters  would 
have  fallen  over  themselves  in  their  hurry  to  carry 
them  out.  So  let  us  have  no  nonsense  of  that  sort, 
Mr,  Tammany-Hall-Judge  Gerard. 

You  speak  of  Prince  Henry  of  Prussia:  "If  all  Germans 
had  been  like  him  there  would  have  been  no  world 
war  in  1914."  To  this  naive  snap  judgment,  I  reply 
with  far  greater  truth :  "If  all  Americans  had  been  like 
Senator  La  Follette  and  Champ  Clark  there  would  have 
been  no  American-German  war  which  is  in  a  large 
measure  a  civil  war."  In  chapter  7  you  describe  what 
you  are  pleased  with  a  show  of  mystification  to  call 
"the  system." 

So  long  as  it  is  necessary  to  govern  men  by  some 
system  or  other  and  nothing  better  has  been  found 
than  the  inefficient,  wasteful  and  thieving  system  which 
is  mis-called  the  democratic  one,  I  hold  with  count- 
less other  thinking  men  that  the  Prussian  people  are 
infinitely  better  off  with  their  system  than  v/e  with  ours. 
In  Prussia,  as  you  ought  to  know,  you  will  find  nothing 
like  our  putrid  and  criminal  police  system,  deliberately 
built  up  on  murder,  blackmail  and  extortion.  You  will 
find  no  Tammany  Hall  System  organized  to  rob  the 
people  and  corrupt  public  office   and  to  send  persons 
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abroad  as  ambassadors  who  would  be  more  at  home 
behind  the  counter  of  a  Bowery  bar.  You  will  find 
no  spoils  system,  no  parasitic  trust  strangling  the  legis- 
latures with  one  hand  and  picking  the  pockets  of  the 
public  with  the  other. 

You  yourself  describe  the  poor  official  Prussian 
Junker  class  as  hard-working,  incorruptible,  honest, 
patriotic,  brave  and  efficient,  not  caring  for  the  luxuries 
of  life,  only  ambitious  to  do  their  duty  towards  the 
Emperor,  the  King  and  the  country.  You  say:  "If  it 
is  possible  that  government  by  one  class  is  to  be 
suffered,  then  the  Prussian  Junkers  have  proved  them- 
selves more  fit  for  rule  than  any  class  in  all  history." 
And  yet  you  accuse  the  same  class  of  Junkers  in  the 
army  of  aiming  at  world  conquest.  At  world  conquest 
when  they  have  to  strain  every  nerve  of  their  bodies 
to  keep  their  little  country  intact  on  the  map  of  Europe! 
And  yet  these  men  whose  simple  ways  and  Spartan 
mode  of  life  seem  to  have  impressed  even  you,  you 
declare  in  your  foreword  to  have  been  the  men  who 
promised  the  German  people  untold  riches  and  the 
dominion  of  the  world.  Once  more  I  ask:  Are  you 
merely  fool  or  knave,  or  both? 

You  speak  much  of  the  Americans  stranded  in 
Germany  at  the  outbreak  of  the  war,  and  there  is  no 
doubt  that  they  gave  you  plenty  of  work  and  trouble. 
You  must  certainly  have  had  an  opportunity  of  judging 
good  and  bad  American  traits  during  this  period,  and 
made  acquaintance  with  plenty  of  viciousness,  cowardice 
and  dishonesty.  You  were  aware  of  the  many  attempts 
made  to  cheat  the  Embassy,  you  were  aware  of  the 
way  in  which  kind  and  hospitable  Germans  not  only 
cared  for  and  fed  stranded  Americans  but  even  gave 
them   funds  to   return  home — funds  which  were    never 
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returned  to  them.  And  yet  not  once  do  you  protest 
against  the  frenzied  and  outrageous  insults  of  "Hun," 
"Boche,"  or  "Barbarian"  levelled  against  the  whole 
German  nation.  For  a  manly  act  of  that  kind  you 
were  not  man  enough. 

The  Treasury  Department  was  finally  forced  to  publish 
a  long  list  of  names  of  men  and  women  (some  1400 — see 
A^.  Y.  Herald,  Oct.  17,  1915)  who  had  received  financial 
aid  through  your  office,  and  who  would  not  pay  back 
to  the  govei'nment  the  amounts  advanced  them, — almost 
half  a  million  dollars,  if  1  remember  rightly.  These 
countrymen  and  women  of  ours  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  beating  the  government.  For  to  beat 
and  swindle  it  has  become  a  national  sport — Hke  baseball, 
- — so  low,  so  diseased  has  the  condition  of  public  morals 
become  in  our  land.  Even  the  richest  American  women 
do  not  hesitate  to  cheat  the  government  out  of  the 
high  revenue  duties  on  pearl  necklaces  and  other  articles 
of  luxury  which  they  smuggle  over  to  the  value  of 
millions  every  year. 

Chapter  X.  Prisoners  of  War.  1  myself  as  an  American 
War  Correspondent  have  visited  the  camps  of  war 
prisoners.  The  Commandants  explained  to  me  the 
great  difficulties  with  which  they  had  to  cope.  The 
sudden  arrival  of  such  vast  contingents  of  war  prisoners 
had  found  them  in  utter  unpreparedness.  For  this  service 
everything  had  to  be  newly  created — and  that  at  a 
time  when  Germany  was  being  assailed  from  all  sides. 
But  when  I  inspected  some  of  these  camps  during  the 
Summer  and  the  Fall  of  1916,  they  were  in  excellent 
condition,  we  heard  no  untoward  complaint  from 
any  sensible  prisoner,  and  were  permitted  to  talk 
with  them  in  the  absence  of  the  guard.  Kickers  and 
complainers  abound  even  in  the  most  prosperous  times. 
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That  the  Germans  did  not  throw  their  arms  about  the 
neclcs  of  their  prisoners  of  war  during  the  early  part 
of  the  war  is  certainly  natural  enough,  for  these  were 
the  very  men  who  had  slain  their  dear  ones.  Besides, 
the  stories  of  the  bad  treatment  of  the  German  prisoners 
of  war,  (no  doubt  for  the  same  reasons)  especially  by 
the  Russians  and  the  French,  did  not  tend  to  improve 
this  state  of  things. 

Ever  since  I  have  been  in  Germany,  dating  from 
December  1915,  I  have  seen  hundreds  and  hundreds 
of  prisoners  of  war  left  unguarded  in  the  cities,  towns 
and  villages,  in  the  open  country  and  in  the  woods. 
They  have  become  a  regular  feature  of  German  life, 
and  no  one  manifested  the  slightest  rudeness  towards 
them.  I  know  farms  where  the  French  prisoners  of  war, 
in  the  absence  of  the  German  owners,  have  taken  full 
and  independent  charge  of  things.  It  is  but  another 
of  your  misstatements  to  declare  that  millions  of  war- 
prisoners  will  leave  Germany  after  the  war  and  return 
to  their  respective  countries  full  of  hatred  towards  Ger- 
many. Many  of  these  men,  especially  the  Russians, 
had  never  been  treated  so  well  in  all  their  lives. 
Here  they  were  regarded  as  human  beings,  and  they 
will  think  most  gratefully  of  all  that  they  learned  in 
the  Fatherland. 

In  fact  the  Russian  prisoners  will  greatly  help  to 
bring  about  a  better  understanding  between  the  two 
countries,  and  this  I  believe  will  also  be  the  case  with 
a  good  many  commonsense  Frenchmen.  The  food 
shortage  is,  of  course,  a  sore  spot,  but  it  is  a  speci- 
men of  your  logic  to  blame  the  Germans  for  this, 
when  it  is  entirely  due  to  the  inhuman  British  hunger 
blockade,  so  strenuously  defended  by  the  pinchbeck 
idealist  in  the  White  House.      Small    wonder  that   the 
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English  and  French  soldiers  complain  of  the  German 
war  camp  diet  when  one  reads  of  the  rich  food  stores 
captured  by  the  German  troops.  And  yet  it  is  these  won- 
derful, half-starved  German  troops  M'ho  are  licking  the 
stuffing  out  of  the  overfed  Tommies,  Sammies  and 
poilus  and  the  rest  of  the  multi-colored  menagerie. 
Infamy  and  shame!  to  see  the  soldiers  of  our  country 
sent  to  murder  in  Europe  without  a  single  reason  to  fight 
for,  a  single  necessity. 

In  May  1915  you  and  your  friend  Zimmermann,  had 
one  of  those  confidential  talks  of  which  you  seem  so 
proud,  and  you  allege  that  he  remarked:  "The  United 
States  does  not  dare  to  do  anything  against  Germany, 
because  we  have  500,000  German  reservists  in  Am- 
erica who  will  rise  in  arms  against  your  Government 
if  your  Government  should  dare  to  take  any  action 
against  Germany."  Since  this  statement  is  made  by  you, 
it  is  open  to  doubt,  but  if  Zimmermann  really  said 
anything  so  foolish,  which  is  probable,  the  champagne 
you  served  him  must  have  gone  to  his  head. 

His  absurd  proposal  to  Mexico  to  take  action  against 
the  United  States  in  the  event  of  the  United  States 
declaring  war  upon  Germany,  and  promising  the  re- 
turn of  Texas,  New  Mexico  and  Arizona,  though  morally 
defensible,  aroused  nothing  but  disgust  in  Germany. 
It  is,  by  the  way,  remarkable  that  you  do  not  assail 
Zimmermann  for  this  stupid  act.  Are  you  shielding 
him?  Are  you  perhaps  connected  with  the  inner  his- 
tory of  his  stolen  cypher  message?  For  the  diplomacy 
of  pocket-picking  would  be  as  congenial  to  you 
as  the  diplomacy  of  slander  and  the  lie.  Through  his 
blundering  message,  Zimmermann  played  directly 
into  the  hands  of  the  frenzied  war-mongers  who  were 
howling  for    war    against    Germany,    and  Wilson   used 
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it  as  a  bludgeon   to   beat   a   slavish    Senate    into   sub- 
mission. 

There  are  nothing  like  500,000  German  reservists  in 
the  United  States.  The  men  who  have  done  their 
term  of  service  in  the  German  army  and  afterwards 
became  American  citizens,  belong-  to  the  best,  most 
loyal  and  most  law-abiding  element  in  our  population. 
These  traits  in  them  are  so  marked  that  neither  they 
nor  any  other  German-Americans  ever  thought  of  re- 
turning to  Germany  to  fight  for  her.  But  for  their 
true  and  staunch  Americanism  they  have  received  no- 
thing but  sneers  and  insults,  and  that  often  from  the 
most  worthless  sections  of  our  population,  high  and 
low.  The  Wall  Street  murder  camarilla  and  the  Wilson 
Anglomaniacs  demanded  of  them  nothing  less  monstrous 
than  that  they  prove  their  loyalty  to  their  new  Father- 
land by  permitting  themselves  to  be  shipped  to  France. 

It  is  indeed  unfortunate  that  upon  the  500,000  lamp- 
posts upon  which  you  in  your  hooligan  brutality  longed 
to  hang  the  German  reservists,  a  few  could  not  have 
been  put  to  a  legitimate  use,  to  string  up  a  dozen  or 
two  false  American  scoundrels  who  for  their  own  per- 
sonal profits  have  hounded  their  country  into  the  war. 
I  will  guarantee  that  with  fifty  lamp-posts  decorated 
with  the  carcases  of  these  traitors  in  the  Fall  of  1914, 
the  world  would  once  more  have  been  at  peace  by 
the  Fall  of  1915. 

Another  falsehood  of  yours  which  I  will  nail  down, 
is  your  statement  that  German-Americans  could  have 
easily  obtained  passports  and  sailed  to  Scandinavian 
countries  on  the  way  to  enlist  in  the  German  army. 
I  myself  had  the  greatest  difficulty  to  secure  transpor- 
tation even  for  ladies  going  to  Germany.  The  sailings 
were  few  and  uncertain  and  these  Scandinavian  steamers 
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were  crowded  with  Scandinavians  and  American  Jews 
on  the  hunt  for  war  business  in  Sweden  and  Russia. 
The  Dutch  boats  would  only  take  Dutch  subjects. 
Furthermore  the  greatest  obstacles  had  to  be  overcome 
in  order  to  secure  passports  from  Washington  — as 
you  well  know.  I  myself  was  forced  to  wait  for  weeks 
and  weeks  after  my  application  had  been  sent  in,  and 
to  write  many  urgent  letters  to  Washington.  Finally 
the  Department  very  reluctantly  gave  me  my  passport, — 
reluctantly  because  /  was  born  in  Germany.  But  I 
was  long  over  military  age,  had  my  own  business  hous- 
es in  London  and  Astrachan  and  was  also  compelled 
to  visit  Germany  for  simple  business  reasons. 

The  English  influence  at  Washington  was  so  strong 
— as  you  well  know — that  if  any  number  of  young 
German-Americans  had  attempted  to  obtain  passports, 
they  would  have  been  refused.  There  was  likewise — as 
you  well  know — a  strict  investigation  of  everyone  who 
set  his  foot  on  a  ship  bound  for  Europe.  I  myself  was 
forced  to  answer  questions  flung  at  me  by  English  agents 
standing  at  the  gang-plank,  as  to  what  my  business 
was  in  Germany,  before  1  was  permitted  to  go  aboard. 
For  the  English,  with  the  help  of  Wilson,  were  already 
running  our  country  at  that  period. 

That  you  too  serve  King  George  well  as  an  official 
spy  and  agent,  he  acknowledged  fully  by  making  you 
a  Knight  of  the  Order  of  the  Bath,  though  it  may 
well  be  doubted  whether  an  order  for  a  thousand  baths 
would  ever  cleanse  you  of  the  dirt  and  blood  that  stick 
to  you.  Puff  out  your  chest  a  little  more,  my  man, 
for  there  may  be  other  English  titles  and  decorations 
to  follow,  and  soon  your  medals  will  rattle  like  those 
of  the  German  royalties  of  whom  you  are  so  fond  of 
making  fun. 
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Page  92.  "Then  I  went  for  a  walk  about  Berlin, 
soon  becomingf  involved  in  a  great  crowd  in  front  of 
the  British  Embassy  in  the  Wilhelmstrasse.  The  crowd 
threw  stones,  etc.,  and  managed  to  break  all  the  win- 
dows of  the  Embassy.  The  Germans  charged  after- 
wards the  people  in  the  Embassy  had  infuriated  the 
crowd  by  throwing  pennies  to  them.  I  did  not  see 
any  occurrences  of  this  kind."  This  is  indeed  a 
brilliant  statement  for  an  ex-judge  to  make.  Could 
not  the  insulting  pennies  have  been  thrown  at  the  people 
before  Your  Magnificence  became  part  of  the  crowd? 
And  had  you  such  an  advantageous  position  that  you 
could  overlook  the  entire  enormous  crowd  and  at  the 
same  time  see  so  small  a  thing  as  a  German  penny 
thrown  out  of  the  window?  But  of  course  you  are  al- 
ways obsequiously  ready  to  whitewash  any  action  of 
Germany's  enemies. 

Page  94.  So  you  remonstrated  with  von  Jagow,  and 
the  fact  that  British  subjects  without  distinction  as  to 
age  or  sex  were  seized  and  sent  to  the  fortress  of 
Spandau,  you  called  a  measure  fit  only  for  the  Middle 
Ages?  That  the  nerves  of  the  Germans  were  not  in 
the  best  of  shape  at  the  outbreak  of  the  war  in  a 
country  overrun  with  spies,  was  natural  enough.  But 
once  more,  tricky  and  canting  little  attorney  that  you 
are,  you  suppress  the  all-important  and  decisive  fact  that 
it  was  England  who  first  adopted  the  brutal  measure 
of  interning  harmless  civilians,  and  that  in  this  case, 
as  in  many  others,  Germany  was  simply  forced  into 
retaliation.  You  do  not  say  a  single  word  of  the  cruel 
and  dastardly  persecutions  of  harmless  and  innocent 
Germans  in  all  parts  of  Europe,  Africa  and  Asia  by 
England,  France  and  Russia.  And  now  to  cap  infamy 
with  the  most  unspeakable  infamy  of  all,  the  monstrous, 
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bestial,  unspeakable  lynchings  and  torture  of  Germans 
and  Pro- Germans  in  America  by  frenzied  cannibals 
who  disgrace  the  human  shape  and  name.  Would 
even  you  dare  allege  that  you  had  ever  heard  of 
lynching  horrors  in  Germany — the  land  of  the  "Hun 
and  Barbarian?" 

Page  100.  "Nothing  was  done  for  the  Americans 
stranded  in  Germany  by  the  Germans."  Again  you  lie, 
for  I  have  already  referred  to  the  numbers  of  improv- 
ident Americans  who  were  given  shelter  and  passage 
money  by  kind-hearted  Germans,  only  to  be  cheated 
of  their  money  and  to  have  their  country  reviled  once 
these  ingrates  had  returned  to  their  native  heaths. 
But  was  anything  done  by  America  for  the  Germans 
in  America?  All  I  knov/  is  that  they  were  discharged 
by  the  tens  of  thousands  from  posts  which  they  had 
filled  honestly  and  efficiently-  heartlessly  discharged 
simply  because  they  were  Germans.  The  crying  needs 
of  the  army  of  stranded  Germans  in  New  York  were 
relieved  only  by  the  German  Consul  and  with  the 
assistance  of  many  kind-hearted  German- Americans. 
The  German  reservists  had  flocked  to  New  York  from 
all  parts  of  the  United  States  in  the  hopes  of  finding 
transportation  so  that  they  might  reach  Germany  and 
help  her  in  the  hour  of  her  terrible  need.  Not  a  single 
German-American  was  among  them. 

Page  151.  You  were  asked  by  cable  by  the  State 
Department  to  find  out  whether  Liebknecht  and  Rosa 
Luxemburg  had  been  shot  by  the  German  Government 
and  you  "requested  Liebknecht  by  telephone  to  call  on 
you  which  he  did." 

It  does  not  lie  v/ithin  the  capacity  of  the  war-mad 
American  to  measure  his  actions  or  opinions  by  the 
Golden  Rule,  but  I  will  point  out  that  deafening  howls 
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of  indignation  would  have  been  raised  by  our  satanic 
press  if  the  German  government  had  cabled  Bernstorff 
to  find  out  whether  La  Follette  had  been  shot  and 
Bernstorff  had  requested  him  to  call  on  him.  Yet  the 
Wilson  Misgovernmenl  and  its  master  and  employer 
Britain,  insolently  imagine  it  to  be  their  privilege  to 
mix  in  the  domestic  affairs  of  other  countries.  This 
despatch  of  the  State  Department  shows  furthermore 
the  character  of  the  lies  and  slanders  circulated  about 
Germany  in  America,  and  at  least  partly  believed  by 
the  administration. 

Page  158.  The  German -American  propaganda  in 
favor  of  an  immediate  embargo  on  the  export  of  war 
materials  came  from  th^  hearts  of  humane  men,  and 
was  not  "the  work  of  German  officials  in  America  to 
stir  up  hatred  in  America."  Do  you  really  believe 
that  the  Anglo-Saxon  element  in  the  States  would 
have  acted  differently  if  the  American  bullets  and  shells 
were  intended  for  the  British?  A  savage  would  realize 
that  this  would  be  asking  something  beyond  human 
nature. 

It  is  certain  that  the  greed  of  German  manufacturers 
of  war  material  is  to  be  censured  strongly  in  that  thsy 
sent  such  material  to  England  to  be  used  in  England's 
criminal  war  against  the  Boers,  who  had  the  intense 
sympathy  of  the  German  people.  But  the  great  mass 
of  the  American  people  likewise  had  great  sympathy 
for  the  Boers  which  did  not  prevent  American  rifle 
and  munition  works  from  sending  vast  quantities  of 
death-dealing  supplies  to  England.  For  the  sake  of 
America's  own  happiness,  for  the  sake  of  the  large 
German-American  element  in  her  national  blood  and 
family  circle  and  to  set  a  noble  example  of  humanity 
to   other   nations,  America  should  have   practised   and 
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followed  the  best  customs  in  warfare  by  enforcing  an 
embargo — as  Wilson  himself  had  decreed  in  the  case 
of  Mexico. 

Page  196.  What  an  ideal  country  Germany  must 
look  like  to  the  trust  magnates  when  they  hear  of  the 
"cartels"  permission  and  assistance  of  the  German 
government!  All  the  years  which  I  have  spent  in 
America  have  I  heard  the  big  trusts  cursed  for  bleeding 
the  common  people.  But  not  once  have  I  heard  the 
German  people  complain  of  oppressive  prices  forced 
upon  them  by  the  cartels.  The  difference  is  that  Ger- 
many has  a  government  that  protects  its  people. 

Page  222.  Catering  to  the  vulgar  hocus-pocus  of 
your  Entente  friends  and  aping  their  cries  and  insults 
rather  than  abiding  by  your  own  knov/ledge  of  the 
truth,  you  utter  a  lot  of  blather  about  Lissauer's  "Hymn 
of  Hate,"  and  "Gott  Strafe  England."  And  yet  during 
all  the  time  that  I  have  been  in  Germany  (since  Dec. 
1915)  I  have  not  once  read  nor  heard  this  once  famous 
hymn  nor  "Gott  Strafe  England."  Both  the  poem  and 
the  prayer  prove  what  poor  soil  hate  finds  in  the 
German  heart.  Compare  the  flashes  of  this  people's 
holy  indignation  with  the  oceans  of  venomous  hatred 
hurled  against  them  by  their  enemies — compare  them 
with  the  cold,  fishy,  stupid  malignity  of  a  book  such 
as  you  have  concocted  in  the  pettiness  of  your  heart 
and  mind. 

Page  224.  You  mention  the  "League  of  Truth," 
the  little  organisation  in  charge  of  that  erratic  but 
courageous  Wilhelm  Marten,  who  proved  to  your  face 
the  rogue  you  are  and  showed  up  the  game  you  were 
playing.  And  whatever  his  shortcomings  may  have 
been,  there  is  no  doubt  that  compared  to  you,  he  was 
an   honorable   and   fearless   man — and    that    his    blows 
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struck  home  is  proved  by  the  viciousness  with  which 
you  assail  him  in  the  course  of  your  book.  In  your 
efforts  to  identify  Marten's  personal  exposure  of  you 
with  alleged  machinations  of  the  German  government 
you  profess  to  believe  that  he  was  egged  on  by  official 
circles.  I  know  that  precisely  the  contrary  zuas  true,  that 
these  circles  showed  altogether  far  too  much  forbear- 
ance for  your  ambassadorial  "dignity"  and  raw,  ridicul- 
ous sensitiveness,  and  that  all  that  Marten  did  was 
against  the  opposition  of  the  authorities.  His  publicat- 
ion was  stopped  more  than  once  by  the  German  Foreign 
Office.  Ignorant  of  the  elementary  rules  of  gentlemanly 
conduct,  not  to  speak  of  behaviour  becoming  to  an 
ambassador,  you  laid  bare  your  crude  and  rowdy  nature 
by  a  vulgar  scene  in  Marten's  office,  in  the  course  of 
which  you  bellowed  that  you  would  burn  down  the 
premises.  Your  true  nature  was  bound  to  reveal  itself 
in  all  its  despicableness. 

From  the  very  beginning  you  strove  your  utmost  to 
create  unrest  among  the  Americans  permanently  settled 
in  Germany,  to  make  them  uneasy  and  suspicious.  And 
when  an  opportunity  presented  itself  for  helping  the 
Allies,  you  did  so  with  indecent  haste  and  gusto. 

You  dare  to  fling  your  mud  against  a  brave  and 
honorable  man  the  latchets  of  whose  boots  you  are 
unworthy  to  unloose,  —  against  that  staunch  and  fearless 
fighter  for  truth,  neutrality,  decency — John  L.  Stoddard 
to  whom  you  refer  as  "a  man  named  Stoddard" — though 
his  name  was  a  household  word  in  America  long  before 
yours  had  even  begun  to  smell  upon  the  roster  of 
Tammany  Hall.  Had  there  been  a  few  hundred  MEN 
of  Stoddard's  calibre  in  America,  the  country  would 
not  have  been  sent  down  the  greased  slide  to  shame, 
slaughter  and  madness — no,  America  would  have  realized 
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her  great  historic  mission  and  opportunity  and  opened 
her  heart  and  her  arms  to  the  whole  of  bleeding  and 
unhappy  Europe.  Our  land  would  have  become  a 
treasure-house  of  high  ideals,  of  great  moral  wealth 
and  blessings.  But  moral  wealth  is  a  thing  to  trample 
in  the  dirt  in  our  land,  and  the  one  wild  passion  is  to 
make  money  whilst  the  world  burns,  and  humanity  sinks 
deeper  into  the  bloody  wallow.  From  the  high-sounding 
but  false  peace  preachments  of  the  great  imposter,  to  the 
stampede  into  murder  by  proxy  and  then  murder  by 
its  own  hands,  our  misled  land  has  not  only  plumbed  the 
deeps  of  infamy  but  the  deeps  of  idiocy,  so  that  there 
is  not  a  nation  today  which  does  not  despise  us — even 
though  it  may  at  present  profit  from  our  folly. 

Page  229.  You  seek  to  make  capital  out  of  the 
"Lusitania"  medal  and  to  convey  the  impression  that 
it  was  of  an  official  nature  and  received  public  approval. 
You  knov/  that  this  medal  was  issued  by  some  commerc- 
ial novelty  firm,  that  it  was  regarded  as  a  joke  and 
not  as  a  memorial,  and  that  it  was  coined  before  the 
"Lusitania"  was  sunk.  The  very  character  of  the  relief 
proves  that  it  was  more  or  less  of  a  caricature.  But 
it  was  merely  another  opportunity  for  you  to  create 
hatred  against  Germany  in  America.  The  monstrous 
lie  which  prevails  in  America  to  this  day — namely  that 
a  school-holiday  was  proclaimed  and  victory  bells  rung 
when  the  "Lusitania"  was  sunk,  you  make  not  the 
slightest  effort  to  correct.  You  lie  by  profession  and 
you  lie  by  suppression.  Moreover,  even  had  such  a 
medal  been  struck,  it  would  not  have  been  "to  gloat 
over  the  death  of  women  and  babies."  What  a  low, 
base  mind  you  have!  And  how  constantly  you  reveal 
its  contemptible  inconsistency.  At  one  time  you  praise 
the  virtues  of  the  common  people  of  Germany  and  of 
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the  Junker  class  and  then  you  have  the  effrontery  to 
accuse  them  of  "barbarism!" 

Why  did  the  quiet,  orderly  people  you  asperse  as 
"Huns"  not  strike  a  medal  when  the  "Titanic"  went 
down?  There  would  have  been  a  chance  for  "gloating" 
over  the  inefficiency,  the  criminal  cocksureness  and  over- 
bearing arrogance  of  British  seamanship.  Only  the 
deepest,  most  heartfelt  sympathy  was  expressed  by  the 
Germans  over  this  terrible  loss  of  human  life.  We 
German-Americans  at  that  time  felt  that  had  this  happ- 
ened to  a  German  steamer,  ihere  would  have  been  no 
end  to  the  bragging  and  self-gloriiication  of  the  English 
shipping  lines.  They  would  have  thrown  out  their 
chests  and  cried  in  their  conceit:  "We  English  are  the 
people  not  only  for  ruling  the  waves,  but  for  sailing 
them  safely.  The  German  lines  cannot  be  trusted 
with  life  and  property."  And  forthwith  a  campaign  of 
lies  would  have  been  started  against  the  Germans  in 
order  to  ruin  their  passenger  and  carrier  traffic.  But 
none  of  these  vile  commercial  tricks  were  played  by 
the  German  steamship  lines  to  harm  their  English  rivals 
when  these  were  hard  hit.  Such  is  the  German 
character — and  the  war  has  given  us  a  thousand  similar 
instances. 

Pages  230  and  231.  "The  German -Americans  are 
hated  worse  than  the  native  Americans."  Another  crass 
lie.  Its  purpose  is  obvious — ^it  is  expressly  coined  by 
you  in  order  to  help  Wilson's  War  and  to  cause  the 
German-American  to  hate  his  old  Fatherland,  and  to 
allow  himself  to  be  butchered  for  the  interests  of  Wall 
Street  and  the  blood -polluted  Anglomaniacs.  I  am 
myself  a  German-American,  and  as  I  come  into  contact 
with  every  class  of  German,  I  know  the  prevailing  feeling 
well.    All  reasonable  thinking  men-  and  most  Germans 
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are  such  men — fully  understand  that  under  no  conditions 
could  they  expect  military  assistance.  They  naturally 
assume  that  the  German-Americans  would  be  as  faithful 
to  their  new  home  as  the  Germans  to  their  old  one. 
What  they  did  expect  was  that  the  German-American 
would  insist  upon  true  neutrality,  and  upon  an  embargo 
on  arms  and  ammunition,  an  expectation  eminently  fair 
and  just,  and  something  which  the  German-Americans 
might  easily  have  put  through  by  a  concentrated  effort 
in  the  latter  part  of  1914  and  the  beginning  of  1915. 
Had  they  possessed  the  clannish  spirit  and  fighting 
blood  of  the  Irish-Americans,  they  would  have  been 
able  by  the  sheer  v/eight  of  their  numbers,  their  power 
and  their  influence,  to  enforce  the  passage  of  this 
humanitarian  measure. 

I  convinced  myself  by  personal  inquiries  at  Washington 
that  the  overwhelming  majority  of  Congressmen  were  in 
favor  of  the  embargo.  Three  bills  had  been  introduced. 
These  were  pigeon-holed  in  the  room  of  the  House 
Committe  on  Foreign  Affiairs  and  kept  there  by  the 
American  Ammunition  Trust  lobbies  and  by  Wilson's 
college  chum,  Cleveland  H.  Dodge,  and  by  others  of 
his  stripe  who  did  all  they  could  to  prevent  the  passing 
of  the  Embargo  Bill.  For  that  meant  to  them  the  loss 
of  untold  profits  to  be  coined  out  of  German  blood 
and  the  misery  of  thousands  of  orphans  and  widows. 
Had  the  manhood  of  the  country  risen  as  it  should  have 
done,  the  accursed  murder  ring  would  have  been  broken, 
ere  the  sea  of  blood  rose  and  choked  all  sense  of 
justice  and  honor,  ere  the  Entente  millions  rolled 
in  to  debauch  our  people  and  set  the  land  wild  with 
lust  of  blood-money.  But  these  millions  corrupted 
millions  of  weaklings  and  rotted  the  moral  fibre  of 
the    nation. 
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Your  calumnies  with  reference  to  the  German- 
American's  desire  to  figfht  for  the  Hohenzollern  as 
against  America,  are  too  stupid  to  merit  a  reply  as  are 
your  remarks  about  German  propaganda  and  Kultur  in 
the  United  States.  It  is  natural  that  persons  of  your 
character  should  see  sinister  designs  in  such  simple 
courtesies  as  the  visit  of  Prince  Henry  to  the  United 
States  as  the  expression  of  a  friendship  we  did  no! 
deserve. 

Page  233.  At  the  close  of  the  hate-chapter  with 
which  you  seek  to  create  still  greater  hate  against  the 
German-Americans,  you  write:  "In  another  chapter  I  have 
spoken  of  the  subject  of  arms  and  supplies  by  America 
to  the  Allies.  No  German  ever  forgets  this.  The 
question  of  legality  and  treaties  never  enters  his  mind. 
He  only  knows  that  American  supplies  and  ammunition 
killed  his  brother,  son  and  father.  It  is  a  hate  we  must 
meet  for  long  years."  To  a  human  heart  not  utterly 
fouled  by  falsehood  and  sophistry  there  could  be  no 
better,  more  human  reason  for  German  detestation  of 
murderous  Yankee  greed  than  that  to  which  you  so 
callously  refer.  And  yet  here  once  more  you  lie,  for 
even  the  simple  German  minds  are  so  open  to  logic 
and  law  that  the  horrible  legality  of  the  slaughter-traffic 
you  defend  was  never  called  into  question,  despite  its 
criminal  extent.  What  a  mongrel  mixture  of  knave  and 
hypocrite  you  are — with  all  the  vices  of  the  French, 
Scotch   and  Anglo -Yanks,    and    none    of  their  virtues. 

Page  260.  That  Germany,  like  the  other  belligerents, 
is  compelled  to  be  under  the  absolute  control  of  the 
military  authorities  at  present  is  a  fact  v/hich  might 
have  been  properly  interpreted  by  an  intelligence 
even  such  as  yours.  There  must  be  a  firm  and  inflexible 
hand  to  lead  the  German  people  to  victory  over  a  world 
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of  enemies  who  set  forth  to  rob  and  destroy  this 
country.  The  utmost  vigilance  is  necessary  to  forestall 
the  plots  and  machinations  of  the  many  spies  within 
the  country,  quite  irrespective  of  those  who  enjoyed  an 
immunity  they  did  not  merit — in  spite  of  their  high  office. 

Shameful  and  disgusting  beyond  words  is  the  spy- 
mania  which  has  broken  out  in  the  United  States — in 
insane  imitation  of  the  English.  The  tortures  of  the 
helpless  men  who  have  become  the  victims  of  savage 
mobs  fed  on  such  literature  as  you  have  served  them, — 
may  all  their  sufferings  and  agonies  be  visited  upon 
your  head  and  upon  the  heads  of  your  fellow-felons  in 
days  to  come. 

What  if  there  really  were  some  self-sacrificing  German, 
some  German  spy  left  in  America?  What  harm  could 
he  do,  across  an  ocean  5000  kilometres  wide,  in  a  land 
in  which  every  second  person  has  constituted  himself 
a  voluntary  spy?  America  is  acting  like  an  hysterical 
old  woman  haunted  by  the  fear  of  finding  a  burglar 
under  her  bed.  It  would  be  better  if  that  unholy  fraud 
and  imposter  Uncle  Sam  would  take  off  his  trousers 
and  don  petticoats.  For  all  the  virility  has  gone  out 
of  him,  and  he  has  forgotten  what  manhood  means — 
quite  apart  from  the  murders,  the  thievery  and  the 
defamation  of  which  he  is  guilty  before  God  and  man. 

Page  264.  You  say:  "The  Germans  believed  that 
President  Wilson  had  been  elected  with  a  mandate  to 
keep  out  of  war  at  any  cost  and  that  America  could 
be   insulted,   flouted    and    humihated    with    impunity!" 

It  is  fortunate  for  the  world  that  the  real  history  of 
wars  is  not  written  by  crooks  like  you.  You,  the 
bullying,  swaggering  intermediaiy  of  another  bully,  ought 
to  know  best  that  Germany  had  tried  everything  to  the 
point  almost  of  self-abnegation   to  please  the  truculent 
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creature  in  the  White  House  and  to  keep  out  of  war 
with  America.  It  was  the  British  bravo  in  the  Pres- 
idential chair  who  on  every  possible  occasion  "insulted, 
flouted  and  humiliated"  patient  Germany  and  the 
Germans.  It  was  only  at  the  extreme  hour  of  their 
desperate  struggle  for  sheer  existence,  which  Wilson  had 
hampered  in  every  possible  manner,  that  they  inaugurated 
the  Unrestricted  U-boat  Warfare,  to  which  English 
lawlessness  and  American  toleration  of  that  lawlessness 
had  driven  them. 

Page  274.  "A  sudden  kick  in  the  face" — this  is  what 
you  call  the  Unrestricted  U-boat  Warfare.  This!  — /Azs 
after  nearly  a  year's  notice  had  been  given  that  in  case 
Wilson's  Government  would  not  or  could  not  compel 
England  to  observe  the  Declaration  of  London,  as  the 
German  Government  was  prepared  to  do,  this  govern- 
ment would  be  compelled  to  take  extreme  measures  to 
protect  its  existence.  "A  sudden  kick  in  the  face" 
and  a  goodly  number  elsewhere  have  long  been  due 
to  you  and  the  rest  of  the  villainous  camarilla  of  fake 
Americans  and  English  lackeys.  You  should  all  be 
kicked  back  to  Britain — if  the  British  were  willing  to 
have  such  human  rubbish  defile  their  shores. 

Page  275.  Ape  of  the  Allies  that  you  are,  it  was  of 
course  inevitable  that  you  should  follow  out  their 
programme  to  the  letter  and  hold  up  the  German  bogey 
to  the  South  Americans  as  their  would-be  conqueror. 
You  appear  to  be  unconscious  of  the  existence  of  the 
rabid  American  Jingoes  who  are  ready  to  swallow  all 
Mexico  and  Canada,  nor  even  of  the  British,  French 
and  Dutch  West  Indies,  nor  even  of  the  grabs  they 
have  already  made  in  the  Philippines,  Hawaiian  Islands 
and  Columbia.  But  of  course  American  imperialism 
engineered  by  Wall  Street,   is   a   divine   institution   for 
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the  uplifting  of  the  world,  and  the  Monroe  Doctrine  is 
not  at  all  interpreted  as  a  divinely-g-iven  right  to 
boss  and  monopolize  an  entire  hemisphere. 

In  Chapter  VI  you  describe  yachting  activities  at  Kiel 
just  before  the  war  and,  pathetic  little  snob  that  you 
are,  are  carefully  bent  upon  making  pompous  allusions 
to  your  hobnobbing  with  the  Kaiser.  Several  times  you 
use  the  word  "Ekernfjord" — which  astonished  me,  for 
the  proper  name  of  this  place  is  Eckernforde.  Few 
places  in  the  world  are  better  known  to  me  than  this 
small  town,  so  beautifully  situated  upon  the  wooded 
shores  of  the  bay.  My  parents  were  born  there,  and 
there  as  a  boy  I  spent  most  of  my  summer  vacations 
with  my  grandparents.  No  place  could  be  more  German 
than  Eckernforde.  Nevertheless,  you  seem  to  prefer  to 
Scandinavianize  it  in  order  to  help  the  movement  along 
which  ventures  to  consider  this  German  town,  as  nearly 
the  whole  of  Schleswig-Holstein,  as  belonging  to  Den- 
mark.   Your  attempt  to  be  cunning  is  painfully  obvious. 

Page  280.  "The  three  tons  of  food  we  had  brought 
from  America  we  gave  to  our  colleagues  in  the  Diplo- 
matic Corps— the  Spaniards,  Greeks,  Dutch  and  the 
Central  and  South  Americans."  Nothing  is  perhaps 
more  characteristic  of  your  rudimentary  little  soul,  of 
your  total  lack  of  every  generous  or  magnanimous 
impulse,  than  this  combination  of  bragging  and  meanness. 
You  were  aware  that  all  these  diplomatic  gentlemen 
were  receiving  their  supplies  from  neutral  countries 
without  the  slightest  difficulty.  Could  you  not  for  once 
have  summoned  up  enough  spiritual  energy,  enough 
sweet  and  simple  humanity,  to  perform  an  obvious 
Christian  act  and  give  these  three  tons  of  food  to  the 
half-starved  widows  and  orphans  of  Berlin?  But  no, 
your  desire  to  ingratiate  yourself  among  your  colleagues 
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stifled  in  you  the  doing  of  the  fine  and  decent  thing. 
Or  perhaps  you  yielded  to  a  baser  feeling— to  fear, 
lest  some  base  wretch  or  other  in  America  might 
accuse  you  of  sustaining  "Hunnish"  life  with  American 
food.  You  pinched  and  pallid  working-women  of  Berlin, 
you  thin  and  ever-hungry  little  children,  you  are  but 
Germans  and  therefore  you  will  not  think  the  less  kindly 
of  the  rich  and  well-fed  Mister  James  W.  Gerard  because 
he  denied  you  those  three  tons  of  food  which  he  bestowed 
upon  his  equally  well-fed  colleagues. 

Not  only  are  you  the  moral  poltroon,  but  you  are  also 
the  inveterate  social  snob.  The  Swiss  Staff  officer  who 
greeted  you  in  English  on  your  entering  Switzerland 
is  a  friend  of  mine,  Rudolf  Iselin  of  Basel.  It  is  cer- 
tain that  you  would  never  have  mentioned  his  name 
merely  because  he  spoke  English — a  common  accom- 
plishment among  the  educated  German-Swiss — had  not 
his  relatives  in  New  York  been  members  of  the  most 
exclusive  set,  and  had  you  not  obeyed  the  instincts 
of  the  tuft-hunter. 

Page  282.  Tremendous  must  have  been  the  mental 
strain  upon  you  during  your  four  years  of  brilliant 
achievements  in  shirt-sleeve  diplomacy.  Your  wasted 
but  still  very  broad-shouldered  body  and  the  mighty 
inroads  made  upon  your  giant  intellect  necessarily 
called  for  immediate  recuperation  and  reward.  So 
you  had  plenty  of  champagne  to  drink  and  large  fat 
cigars  to  smoke  away  your  cares  placed  aboard  the 
train  that  carried  you  like  some  evil  gnome  out  of  the 
country  whose  trust  and  hospitality  you  had  abused. 
And  no  doubt  you  guzzled  many  a  foaming  beaker 
to  celebrate  the  wonderful  achievement  you  had  helped 
to  bring  about— Wilson's  Declaration  of  War  against  a 
great  people   struggling   for  its  life.     Your  nerves  no 
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doubt  required  such  alcoholic  support — or  was  it  perhaps 
to  drown  your  conscience?  Is  it  possible  that  the 
woe  and  misery  of  bleeding  Europe,  its  millions  of 
graves,  of  maimed  men,  of  weeping  women  and 
children,  of  ruined  cities  and  countrysides,  went  to 
your  heart?  —  if  heart  you  have?  And  copious  must 
have  been  the  tears  you  shed  into  that  champagne. 

Page  292.  The  ancient  Prussian  piety  and  simple 
God-fearing  religious  habit  have  been  made  the  ob- 
jects of  untold  silly  and  insulting  remarks,  and  natur- 
ally you  had  to  chime  in  with  the  chorus.  It  is  not 
my  purpose  to  drag  in  religion,  but  since  not  even 
this  is  safe  from  you,  I  will  at  least   speak  my  mind. 

Prussia  is  today  the  strong  pillar  of  Protestantism. 
It  is  necessary  that  the  conscientious,  honest  and  serious- 
minded  American  and  English  Protestants  should  know 
that  today  their  faith  finds  its  strongest  anchor  in  the 
Kaiser.  For  King  George  of  England,  though  "Defender" 
of  the  Faith,  is  following  the  High  Church  trend  towards 
Roman  Catholic  forms.  If  the  convinced  Protestants 
of  the  world  would  only  realize  that  in  aspersing  the 
Kaiser,  or  in  permitting  the  rubbish  of  their  own 
churches,  the  political  crooks,  the  pound  and  dollar 
hunters  and  the  whited  sepulchres  of  their  mammon- 
ized  congregations  to  asperse  him,  they  were  really 
reviling  the  banner-bearer  of  their  own  faith,  they 
might  act  with  more  seemliness. 

The  Emperor's  piety  may  be  old-fashioned  and  it 
may  be  grotesque,  but  there  is  not  a  single  German 
citizen  who  does  not  believe  it  to  be  sincere.  The 
Kaiser  is  not  a  hypocrite,  nor  does  he  seek  under 
the  cover  of  religion  to  advance  his  personal  or 
business  or  social  interests,  as  is  the  habit  of  many 
greasy    frauds    in   the  American    churches.     The  many 
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free-thinkers  and  persons  of  advanced  views  in  Ger- 
many naturally  dislike  the  continual  reference  to  God 
in  the  Kaiser's  messages,  but  that  is  the  way  the 
Kaiser  feels  about  it  and  the  Kaiser  is  a  man  who  is 
true  to  himself  and  his  beliefs.  The  clean,  Puritan 
faith  of  Protestant  Prussia  cannot  be  shaken  by  such 
ignorant  ridicule  as  yours,  any  more  than  the  faith 
of  the  good  Roman  Catholic  Bavarians  by  fanatical 
attacks  upon  the  Pope.  Here  the  old  staunch  virtues 
of  German  loyalty  exalt  this  wonderful  people. 
Aleister  Crowley,  an  Irish  poet,  declared  that  he  felt 
that  the  German  Emperor's  faith  in  God  was  perhaps 
the  strongest  spiritual  asset  in  the  war.  Against  it 
we  may  place  our  own  national  religion,  already  en- 
graved upon  our  national  god — "In  God  we  trust" 

Page  299.  The  old  desire  to  rid  the  German 
language  of  unnecessary  foreign  words  was  naturally 
given  a  fresh  impetus  at  the  outbreak  of  the  war. 
The  cause  is  not  hate,  as  you  pretend,  but  simply  a 
movement  to  purify  the  language.  It  has  been  the 
curse  of  Germany  to  admire  all  things  foreign  and  not 
to  make  the  most  of  its  own.  Even  the  hotels  to  a 
large  extent  bore  French  or  English  names.  You 
declare  that  the  Hotel  Bristol  in  Berlin  changed  its 
name.  This  is  not  true — at  least  it  was  not  true  when 
you  left,  for  the  old  name  was  then  in  full  view. 
Certain  English  signs  disappeared;  most  of  them  re- 
mained, for  it  is  not  in  accordance  with  the  nature  of 
Germans  to  wage  war  on  sign-boards  and  names. 
That  is  a  field  in  which  their  enemies  have  been  left 
to  distinguish  themselves.  Even  in  the  vicinity  of 
your  own  embassy  there  are  many  premises  to  give 
you  the  lie — such  as  Braun's  beautiful  store  at  the 
corner  of  Unter  den  Linden  and  the  Wilhelm  Strasse, 
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where  the  American  flag  still  flies  in  the  mosaic, —  even 
now  with  daily  reports  of  bestial  outrages  against 
Germans  and  all  things  German  coming  in  from  the 
United  States.  Yet  no  stones  are  flung  at  an  emblem 
which  has  now  become  for  the  German  people  a  sym- 
bol of  hate  and  madness,  no  howling  mob  drags  the 
proprietor  from  his  store  and  makes  him  kneel  and 
kiss  the  German  Red-White-and-Black.  For  these 
people  have  not  yet  been  taught  the  advantages  of 
Red  Indian  Kultur.  Here  in  the  noble  old  town  of 
Hamburg  in  which  I  live,  and  in  the  very  street  in 
which  my  firm  has  its  German  branch,  the  signboards 
of  the  Champion-Deering  Co.,  the  McCormick  Har- 
vester Co.,  the  Osborn  Plow,  the  Corn  Products  Co., 
and  others  stare  me  in  the  face.  And  today  comes 
the  news  that  America  is  robbing  and  confiscating  the 
German  enterprises  in  the  United  States,  built  up  by 
years  of  hard,  painstaking  and  honorable  work. 

Page  301.  You  write:  "Early  summer  brought  also 
a  number  of  cranks  to  Berlin.  Miss  Jane  Addams  and 
her  fellow-suffragettes,  after  holding  a  convention  in 
Holland,  moved  on  to  Berlin." 

It  is  the  nature  of  a  scullion  to  use  scullion's 
language  in  relation  to  one  of  the  noblest-hearted  and 
-minded  women  in  America,  a  woman  whose  broad 
and  self-sacrificing  humanitarianism  goes  far  to  redeem 
the  Sodom  such  men  as  you  have  made  of  it.  No 
doubt  Jane  Addams  has  become  hateful  to  you  and 
your  gang  because  of  her  love  of  peace  and  her 
efforts  to  promote  it,  her  clear  insight  into  the  folly 
and  criminality  of  Wilson's  War.  That  war  you  and 
your  masters  deliberately  set  out  to  provoke,  and  for 
this  the  avenging  furies  will  one  day  descend  upon 
you  and  collect  their  toll. 
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Page  305.  With  a  pleasure  equal  lo  your  rage  I 
note  the  fact  that  many  of  the  Americans  in  Munich 
were  loud  in  their  "abuse  of  President  Wilson  and 
their  native  country" — such  as  it  had  become.  They 
had  remained  true  to  sterling  American  principles  and 
if  they  were  revolted  with  horror  and  disgust  it  was 
merely  because  living  in  Germany  they  knew  all  the 
real  causes  of  the  war,  which  hypocrites  and  liars 
such  as  you  and  thousands  of  others  of  your  kidney, 
simply  did  not  want  to  see,  though  they  were  staring 
you  in  the  face  and  thundering  in  your  ears.  Wilson, 
the  hyphenated  Englishman  in  the  Presidential  chair, 
was  an  insult  to  every  better  American  tradition. 
Abuse  him?  That  would  not  have  been  possible  even 
with  the  sound  hiding  which  that  great  and  noble  man. 
Sir  Roger  Casement,  recommended  for  this  perverse 
pedagogue.  This  man  the  successor  of  Washington, 
Jefferson,  Madison,  Jackson,  Lincoln,  Cleveland!  As 
for  the  country  -what  had  it  become  under  the  in- 
fluence and  dictatorship  of  John  Bull's  lackey?  A 
workshop  for  the  Allies  working  night  and  day  to 
make  German  widows  and  orphans.  A  centre  for 
slavish  and  slimy  calumny  against  a  great  people  who  had 
foolishly  valued  us  at  our  own  estimate.  A  cesspool 
of  the  blackest  hypocrisy,  the  most  cold-blooded 
brutality  and  the  rankest  injustice  that  ever  defiled  a 
nation.  And  then  the  loathsome  pretense  of  neutra- 
lity, humanity,  civilization  and  God  knows  what! 

Page  310.  Now  that  you  have  cut  yourself  off  from 
Germany  never  to  return,  you  emerge  in  all  your  true 
colors,  and  bare  the  moral  sores  that  cover  you  with  a 
shameless  self-glorification  and  a  dog-like  itch  to  rid 
yourself  of  your  mental  fleas  in  the  full  blaze  of  the 
market-place.     All    that    you  have  done,    all  that  you 

169 


have  said  since  your  return  to  the  United  States, 
furnishes  the  most  damning  evidence  of  your  unfitness 
to  have  occupied  the  important  post  given  you — as  one 
might  have  given  a  job  to  a  car  conductor.  It  re- 
veals the  rank  partisanship  which  rendered  you  in- 
capable of  performing  your  duties  with  even  a  sem- 
blance of  diplomatic  form  —  quite  apart  from  your 
native  lack  of  breeding  and  of  those  instincts  of  a 
gentlemen  which  shocked  even  your  English  patrons. 
The  mask  of  Jimmy  the  diplomatic  cracksman  is  off — 
not  that  it  ever  deceived  anyone.  For  a  more  astute 
mind  than  yours  would  have  been  necessary  to  hide 
your  cloven  hoof.  It  was  known  to  most  men  that  your 
embassy  was  the  centre  of  the  British  spy  system  in 
Germany.     More  than  once  you  "give  yourself  away." 

"Alexander  Cochran,  a  New  York  yachtsman,  volun- 
eered  to  become  a  courier  between  the  London  em- 
bassy and  ours.  On  his  first  trip,  although  he  had 
two  passports,  his  regular  passport  and  a  special  passport, 
he  was  arrested  and  compelled  to  spend  the  night  on 
the  floor  of  the  guard-room  at  the  frontier  town  of 
Bentheim.  This  ended  his  aspirations  to  be  a  courier. 
He  is  now  a  commander  in  the  British  navy,  having 
joined  it  with  his  large  steam  yacht  "Warrior"  cometime 
before  the  U.  S.  entered  the  war.  In  the  piping  times 
of  peace  he  had  been  the  guest  of  the  Emperor  at  Kiel." 

The  reason  why  the  career  of  Cochran  as  a  volunteer 
spy  courier  between  the  "British-led  and  British-ruled" 
American  embassy  in  London  and  your  own  was  so 
short-lived,  ought  to  be  clear  even  to  a  mind  so  muddled 
and  crooked  as  yours.  An  American  who  becomes  a 
commander  in  the  British  navy  and  offers  it  his  big  steam 
yacht  long  before  America  declared  war,  is  hardly  a  fit 
person  to  be  trusted  in  Germany,  even  under  your  pro- 
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tecting  wing.  His  conduct  too  was  characteristic  of  the 
Anglo-Yanko  cad.  These  creatures  first  crawl  and 
ingratiate  themselves  in  order  to  obtain  an  imperial  invita- 
tion to  a  dinner  or  a  regatta,  and  then  they  acknowledge 
and  repay  the  sincere  and  coveted  hospitality  of  the  most 
distinguished  ruler  in  the  world  with  treachery,  spying 
and  mud-slinging.  Their  ingrained  scurrility  soon  outs 
and  they  stand  revealed  as  unclean  little  tuft-hunters  who 
for  a  brief  hour  imposed  upon  the  generous  nature  of 
true  and  chivalrous  men  to  whom  such  truckling  baseness 
is  simply  incomprehensible. 

In  a  prison-camp  at  Heidelberg  in  the  summer  of 
1916  I  met  one  of  these  wretched  Anglomaniac  snobs 
"face  to  face — one  Harry  G.  Martin  who  could  not  offer 
his  services  to  King  George  quickly  enough,  and  was 
now  whining  to  be  exchanged  to  Switzerland,  and  ex- 
pected special  favors  at  the  hands  of  the  people  his 
"neutral"  hands  had  volunteered  to  kill. 

Snobbishness  of  the  most  vulgar  and  despicable  order 
is,  of  course,  written  all  over  the  trash  you  have  had 
the  audacity  to  offer  the  public  as  a  picture  of  modern 
Germany.  It  is  written  all  over  this  puerile  book, 
inside  and  out.  The  very  insides  of  the  covers  are 
beplastered  with  reproductions  of  royal  or  princely 
invitations  tendered  you  in  your  official  capacity.  It 
required  a  person  of  your  peculiar  rhinoceros-like  sense 
of  delicacy  to  flaunt  such  evidences  of  German  courtesy 
and  hospitality  all  over  a  book  devoted  to  reviling  the 
ruler  and  the  people  from  whom  you  had  received  them. 
And  with  what  a  pouter-pigeon  strut  do  you  gush  and 
gambol  through  pages  of  description  of  royal  ceremonies! 
In  the  same  way  some  yokel  from  Kansas  describes 
the  Lord  Mayor's  procession  in  London  to  the  village 
rustics  — or  some  little  down-east  school-marm  proudly 
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displays  the  tram-tickets  she  carefully  collected  to  prove 
that  she  had  been  to  Paris  or  Naples. 

And  yet  I  would  not  be  unjust — even  to  you.  You 
can  even  be  generous — when  there  is  an  opportunity 
for  advertising  your  generosity.  You  gave  the  two 
German  officers  who  accompanied  you  to  the  frontier 
gold  cigarette  cases.  And  these  gold  cigarette  cases 
you  had  duly  engraved  with  their  initials.  And  these 
gold  cigarette  cases  are  carefully  and  circumstantially 
mentioned  by  you  in  your  epoch-making  volume.  Gold  — 
real  gold — the  generous  and  tactful  Jimmy  ambassador! 
Perhaps  the  comment  of  several  English  gentleman  at 
Ruhleben  upon  this  shy  and  secret  munificence  of  yours 
may  interest  you:  "It  was  like  the  rotter  to  make  a 
splash  with  a  thing  like  that,  and  then  go  bragging 
about  it  in  pubUc." 

Page  316.  In  your  last  chapter  you  lash  yourself  up 
to  a  special  effort.  The  whole  tendency  of  your  raw 
and  clumsy  book  was  to  strike  a  coward's  blow  at  the 
heart  of  Germany's  resistant  force — "the  brutal  Prussian 
military  autocracy"  as  you  call  it.  Ah,  yes,  if  only 
some  knock-out  blow  could  be  landed  against  this 
homeric  institution  of  a  nation's  defense — preferably  by 
the  German  people  themselves,  since  all  their  ravening 
enemies,  though  ten  to  one,  cannot  do  this — hov/  the 
blood-drenched  plutocracy  of  America  and  England  and 
all  their  slaves  and  hirelings  would  leap  on  that 
heroic  country  like  a  pack  of  maddened  wolves  and 
tear  her  to  pieces!  Let  us  hope  in  the  name  and 
for  the  sake  of  eternal  justice  that  poor  and  unhappy 
humanity  may  still  retain  some  shred  of  faith  in  its 
upward  destiny,  that  the  gigantic  criminals  responsible 
for  all  the  hatred,  all  the  immeasurable  woe  and  misery — 
and  to  these   criminals,  YOU,  James   W.  Gerard,    in- 
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dubltably  belong — will  receive  in  God'  good  time— their 
full  and  inescapable  punishment. 

Leaving  you  to  these  higher  and  sterner  powers  — 
I  have  now  done  with  you.  Your  book,  if  a  thing  so 
false  and  vile,  can  outlast  even  your  life,  will  become 
a  monument  of  your  own  depravity  of  heart  and  mind. 
You  had  your  opportunity  for  living  up  to  what  is 
best  in  you,  but  you  descended  to  the  lowest  mud- 
bottom  of  your  nature. 

Your  book  might  have  been  a  blessing  instead  of  a 
curse  had  you  ventured  to  enlighten  our  blinded  and 
deluded  countrymen,  instead  of  catering  to  their  basest 
instincts  and  ignorance.  Instead  of  a  hideous  carica- 
ture of  Germany,  you  might,  if  the  power  lay  in  you, 
have  given  them  a  truthful  picture  of  this  wonderful 
nation,  and  its  great  achievements  in  every  field.  You 
might  have  thrown  light  upon  its  arts,  its  science,  its  or- 
ganisation, upon  its  literature  and  its  pre-eminent  schools, 
its  social  institutions,  upon  its  highly-developed  spirit 
of  modernity — upon  all  that  makes  it  what  it  is.  Of 
these  things  there  is  not  a  trace  in  your  pages — nothing 
but  the  draff  and  offal  of  a  twisted  and  ignoble  mind. 

You  might  have  worked  for  Understanding — you 
deliberately  worked  for  Hatred  and  Confusion. 

You  might  have  worked  for  Truth — you  chose  to  be 
the  Slave  of  Falsehood,  and  to  spawn  fresh  lies  of 
your  own. 

You  might  have  worked  for  Justice,  but  you  chose 
to  work  for  Injustice,  and  that  against  your  better 
knowledge. 

You  might  have  worked  for  Peace  to  descend  upon 
the  agonized  Earth,  but  you  flung  the  torch  among  our 
people  and  worked  for  War. 
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But  a  tithe  of  these  crimes  v/ould  suffice  to  render 
you  infamous  among  your  countrymen  forever,  to  make 
your  name  a  stench  and  an  abomination  to  generations 
to  come.  But  you  have  been  guilty  of  all.  You  are 
already  judged,  James  W.  Gerard,  and  you  are  already 
damned. 

Hamburg,  May,   1918. 
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TO  HENRY  FORD 

THE  PACIFIST  TURNED  WAR -MONGER 

n  American  friend  of  mine  sends  me  a  copy  of 
the  B.  Z.  (Berliner  Zeitung  am  Mittag)  from 
Berlin.  It  bears  the  date,  June  5  th,  1917, 
and  contains  an  article  entitled  "Henry 
Fords  Militarisierung,"  which,  you  will  doubtless  be 
able  to  interpret  as  "The  Militarisation  of  Henry  Ford." 
My  friend  adds  a  humorous  note  in  the  margfin — to  the 
effect  that  you  ought  to  furnish  an  excellent  candidate 
for  my  political  pillory.  I  am  of  the  same  opinion  myself. 
Translated  or  rather  re-translated  into  English,  the 
article  in  the  B.  Z.  reads  as  follows: 

"The  Sunday  Times  reports:  'Henry  Ford,  the  multi- 
millionaire and  motor-car  manufacturer  of  the  United 
States,  has  cabled  us  a  brilliant  and  convincing  statement 
as  to  the  position  he  has  assumed  in  relation  to  the 
war.  This  is  Henry  Ford's  first  positive  utterance  in 
relation  to  this  matter,  although  he  has  been  constantly 
occupied  with  the  manufacture  of  war  material  since 
America's  declaration  of  war.  Ford  declares:  "I  am  an 
absolute  pacifist  and  shall  fight  for  peace  to  the  utmost 
with  all  my  physical,  mental  and  financial  power.  The 
whole  of  America  is  filled  with  the  same  spirit.  The 
American  industries  are  in  full  activity.  The  earnest 
efforts    of    our    great    industrial    leaders     are     making 
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themselves  felt  everywhere,  and  the  entire  forces  of 
our  nation  in  wealth,  genius  and  industrial  activity  are 
united  in  order  to  produce  the  greatest  possible 
quantities  of  war  materials.  We  stand  side  by  side 
with  our  heroic  allies.  Hold  out!  we  are  coming! 
America  will  fight  to  the  last  cent  and  to  the  last  man 
in  order  that  every  kind  of  militarism  may  vanish  from 
the  Earth  and  permanent  peace  ensue,  inaugurated  by 
international  legislation.  The  noble  privilege  of  work 
and  the  possiblity  of  work  should  be  open  to  every 
human  being  in  the  whole  world,  so  that  he  may  live 
happy  and  contented  in  his  own  country,  on  his  own 
property  and  in  his  ov/n  home." 

I  beg  your  pardon  if  these  words  do  not  chance  to 
be  precisely  those  which  you  have  used,  for  I  have  not 
the  English  original  on  hand.  There  is,  however,  not 
likely  to  be  any  discrepancy  in  the  meaning.  That  at 
least  is  clear  enough-  It  is  so  clear  that  it  reveals 
you,  as  in  the  pitiless  glare  of  a  searchlight,  as  one 
of  the  most  pathetic  and  tragically-comic  figures  of  the 
war.  It  reveals  you  as  the  successful  motor  manufact- 
urer and  the  bankrupL  pacifist  failure.  It  shows  you  up  as 
the  hustling  producer  of  the  tools  and  implements  of 
human  slaughter  and  mutilation  and  the  hollow, 
unmasked  and  discredited  charlatan  of  humanitarianism. 
It  strips  you  bare  and  shows  you  for  what  you  are — a 
poor,  foolish,  gullible  old  man,  as  much  a  tool  in  the 
hands  of  the  war-mongers  and  the  betrayers  of  the 
people  as  is  a  hammer  in  the  hands  of  your  workmen. 

And  so,  you  really  "lay  the  flattering  unction  to 
your  soul,"  that  you  are  still  "an  absolute  pacifist!" 
Still  arrayed  in  radiant  white,  with  a  palm-branch  in 
your  teeth,  a  dove  in  each  hand  and  olive-leaves  in 
your  hair?     Ready  to  wade  knee-deep  through  German 
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blood  towards  the  haven  of  peace?  Ready  to  mouth 
all  the  trashy  and  hypocritical  phrases  of  the  politicians 
and  the  purchased  press?  Ready  to  regard  the  cold- 
blooded business  of  manufacturing  murder  machinery 
as  something  supremely  admirable,  and  the  innumerable 
and  vari-coloured  rabble  of  Germany's  enemies  as 
something  "heroic?"  A  strange  pacifism,  indeed,  this 
"absolute"  variety  of  yours  I 

There  is  something  rather  touching  in  your  naivete, 
my  dear  Sir.  And  in  your  fervent  belief,  so  suddenly 
acquired,  that  the  militarism  of  one  nation  can  be 
driven  out  only  by  making  three  or  four  other  nations 
still  more  militaristic.  Or  the  infantile  faith  you  display 
in  thinking  that  war  and  the  itch  for  war  and  organized 
homicide  can  be  overcome  by  giving  every  American 
his  machine-gun  as  you  were  ready  to  give  every 
American  his  motor  car.  You  have  made  yourself  a 
kind  of  Barnum  of  this  human  catastrophe,  for  whilst 
Wilson  has  succeeded  in  making  war  still  more  of  a 
tragedy,  you  have  succeeded  in  converting  peace  into 
a  joke. 

And  yet  I  would  not  do  you  an  injustice.  I  believed 
in  your  sincerity  in  the  cause  of  peace,  and  I  was 
grieved  when  your  simplicity,  your  inexperience  in 
politics  and  diplomacy  and  your  truly  American-million- 
aire's faith  in  the  power  of  money,  resulted  in  the 
fiasco  of  your  great  peace  enterprise.  And  when  I  read 
these  lines  today,  I  was  at  first  disposed  to  pass  you 
by  and  place  a  more  hardened  war-criminal  in  the 
pillory  in  your  stead.  You  had  already  borne  much 
ridicule  and  savage  mockery  during  your  well-meant 
but  quixotic  attempt  to  stop  the  European  beasts  and 
birds  of  prey,— lions,  bears,  eagles  and  the  Hke— from 
tearing  one  another  to  pieces.  Like  some  new  Columbus 
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you  sailed  east  to  discover  a  North-east  passage  to 
peace.  And  your  peace-ship  with  all  its  crew  of 
secretaries,  typists,  reporters  and  the  like,  was  battered 
into  splinters  by  the  old  and  ruthless  tyrant  of  the 
sea — him  whom  you  now  call  your  "heroic  ally,"  and 
whose  navalism  has  been  and  always  will  be  a  greater 
menace  to  the  world's  peace  than  any  Continental 
militarism. 

You  were  an  honest  pacifist,  Henry  Ford.  You  even 
stood  the  test  under  which  nearly  all  other  American 
manufacturers  succumbed — you  showed  the  power  to 
resist  making  enormous  profits.  These,  in  your  case 
may  have  been  no  great  temptation.  Nevertheless,  you 
refused  to  let  your  factories  and  your  machines  and  your 
workmen  be  converted  into  auxiliaries  to  the  slaughter 
in  Europe.  This  really  pacifistic  and  humane  action  was 
cheered  by  all  who  were  honest  in  their  conceptions  of 
neutrality  and  in  their  interpretation  of  Christian  love. 

Yes,  you  were  an  honest  pacifist,  but  you  were 
nevertheless  a  traitor  to  pacifism.  You  were  a  pacifist 
while  there  was  peace  in  your  land,  but  the  war- 
boomers  and  breeders  had  taken  your  measure  as  they 
had  taken  that  of  men  like  Bryan,  and  other  "pacifists." 
They  knew  that  all  that  was  necessary  to  put  your 
peace  propaganda  out  of  commission,  nay,  more  to 
force  you  to  enlist  as  a  volunteer  in  the  ranks  of  the 
mass-murderers,  was  simply  to  declare  war.  The  true, 
the  blue,  the  "absolute"  pacifist  like  yourself  was  always 
welcomed  as  a  splendid  ally  by  the  war-parties  and 
the  imperialists.  For  they  knew  that  no  sooner  was 
war  proclaimed  than  you  would  flop  over,  and  the 
masses,  as  Trotzky  points  out,  would  cry  out:  "A  just, 
a  righteous  war!  —  has  not  so  pronounced  a  pacifist  as 
Henry   Ford   made   this   clear  by  doing  all  he   can   to 
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further  it?  And  do  not  his  actions  speak  louder 
than  his  words?" 

No,  Mr.  Henry  Ford,  you  were  too-short-sighted, 
too  muddle-minded  to  see  that  to  the  absolute  pacifist 
war  under  any  circumstances  is  and  must  remain  unjust. 
That  to  the  conscientious  pacifist  war  is  wrong  before 
it  is  declared  and  ten  times  more  wrong-  after  it  is 
declared.  That  pacifism  is  a  matter  of  principle  and 
not  of  expediency.  You  were  morally  too  weak  to 
stand  by  your  principles,  and  so  you  met  with  your 
second,  self-inflicted  defeat,  and  your  final  one.  And 
yet  you  cling  to  the  gross,  pathetic  illusion  that  you 
"are  fighting  for  peace  to  the  utmost  of  your  physical, 
mental  and  financial  power!" 

You  were  too  weak,  too  cowardly  to  swim  against 
the  stream  of  blood,  falsehood  and  hatred.  You  were 
too  feeble  a  man  to  resist  the  frenzied  war-fanatics, 
and  to  become  a  martyr  for  your  cause.  You  might 
have  gained  immortality  through  such  a  martyrdom — 
which  you  could  easily  have  weathered  behind  your 
wealth.  Such  a  martyrdom  or  "ostracism"  or  whatever 
other  punishment  you  feared,  would  have  given  you  a 
glory  and  a  prestige  which  would  have  reinforced 
pacifism  all  over  the  world.  But,  no,  you  were  too 
weak.  You  had  only  the  strength  of  the  plutocrat  and 
not  the  strength  of  the  prophet. 

You  converted  your  whole  gigantic  plant  to  the 
purposes  of  human  butchery.  I  do  not  know  what 
particular  varieties  of  man-killing  weapons  or  appliances 
you  manufactured, — for  one  thing  I  believe  you  built 
boats  to  destroy  U-boats  whose  predestined  task  it  was 
to  destroy  the  source  of  all  wars — the  sea-tyranny  of 
Britain,  the  monstrous  navalism  which  oppresses  the 
world.    But  no  matter.    You  made  weapons  to  destroy 
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human  beings,  you  committed  treason  against  your  faith 
and  the  unforgivable  sin  against  the  Holy  Spirit.  Your 
hands  are  as  red  with  blood  as  the  hands  of  the 
Morgans,  the  Schwabs,  and  the  other  Molochs  of 
American  militarism.  You  became  an  active  engine  in 
one  of  the  most  unjust,  most  criminal  and  wanton  wars 
ever  waged.  You  became  a  link  in  the  horrible  chain 
that  fettered  our  people  to  the  capitalistic  imperialism 
of  the  Entente.  You  helped  to  destroy  and  enslave  a 
people  who  desired  nothing  else,  to  use  your  own 
words,  than  "to  live  happy  and  contented  in  their  own 
country,  on  their  own  property  and  in  their  own  home." 

How  many  German  youths,  the  pride  and  hope  and 
support  of  their  parents,  have  you  helped  to  slaughter? 
How  many  German  men  gasped  or  groaned  out  their 
lives  upon  the  battlefield  or  drowned  in  the  seas  because 
of  you?  How  often  did  your  long  arms  reach  forth 
to  tear  German  limbs  from  out  their  sockets,  to  scatter 
German  brains  and  German  bowels  over  the  convulsed 
earth?  Would  you  like  to  see  the  long,  horrible 
procession  of  the  maimed  and  the  mutilated  and  crippled, 
made  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  by  Henry  Ford?  Surely, 
if  you  have  a  trace  of  imagination  or  are  able  to  follow 
effect  from  cause,  you  must  see  these  fearful  processions, 
marching,  crawling,  howling  past  your  vision  in  the 
night.  For  this  was  the  logical  result  of  your  betrayal 
of  pacifism — that  you  should  murder  and  slay  and 
torture  with  your  own  hands.  And  you  became  a  mass- 
murderer  in  the  same  degree  that  you  were  a  mass- 
manufacturer. 

Perhaps  you  are  able  to  see  this  now.  Perhaps  a 
great  light  has  been  lit  in  your  soul  which  shows  you 
clearly  and  inplacably  the  wrongs  you  have  committed 
by  your  capitulation   and  your  heresy — shows  you  the 
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way  of  atonement  and  redemption.  For  the  white  mask 
of  hypocrisy  has  been  stripped  from  the  faces  of  your 
"heroic  allies,"  and  you  must  now  recognize  them  for 
what  they  have  always  been — robbers,  oppressors  and 
slanderers,  the  unabashed,  ruthless  pirates  of  imperialism. 
As  a  reformed  militarist  and  as  one  who,  as  I  believe, 
would  redeem  his  past  follies  and  heresies  and  crimes,— 
for  you  were  guilty  of  all  these  — your  path  and  your 
duty  are  both  clear.  Your  path  must  be  that  of  an 
uncompromising  pacifism,  a  pacifism  which  no  cowardly 
cry  of  "disloyalty"  or  patriotic  hysteria  can  budge  from 
its  purpose.  Your  unavoidable  and  inriperious  moral 
duty  must  be  to  make  some  kind  of  amends  to  the 
victims  of  your  betrayal — to  the  German  war-cripples, 
widows  and  orphans  who  were  struck  down  by  your 
hands. 

1  recall  that  your  pacifism  was  put  to  another  test 
during  the  summer  of  1915,  a  test  which  it  also  failed 
to  stand.  It  was  in  June,  1915,  that  the  Friends  of 
Peace  began  their  campaign  for  honest  neutrality  and 
an  embargo  on  the  export  of  arms,  with  that  great  and 
memorable  mass-meeting  at  Madison  Square  Gardens 
where  Bryan  made  his  first  speech  after  his  resignation 
as  Secretary  of  State.  This  Protest  Meeting  was  so 
great  a  popular  success  that  we  felt  it  to  be  our  bounden 
duty  to  spread  the  movement  far  and  wide  over  the 
country.  As  1  was  a  member  of  the  Committee  of 
Finance,  I  knew  how  hard  a  struggle  it  had  been  to 
collect  the  3000  dollars  necessary  for  paying  the  expenses 
of  our  meeting.  The  few  patriotic  men  on  the  various 
committees  who  had  devoted  themselves  heart  and  soul 
as  well  as  their  time  and  money  to  this  peace  campaign 
were  accused  by  the  infamous  press  and  English  agents 
of  being  German  spies  and  of  filling  their  pockets  with 
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"German  gold."  We  naturally  required  money  for  our 
national  peace  campaign,  plenty  of  money,  for  everj'thing 
in  America,  whether  it  be  peace  or  Ford  Cars,  must 
be  advertised.  The  American  war-party,  though  small 
in  numbers,  possessed  inexhaustible  funds,  and  that  is 
why  this  party  won  and  we,  the  men  of  peace  and 
neutrality,  lost. 

In  1915  the  great  masses  were  unquestionably  for 
peace.  All  that  was  required  was  organisation,  able 
leaders  and  money  to  silence  or  outdo  the  war-shouters. 
You  had  already  gained  great  prominence  among  the 
pacifists,  Henry  Ford,  and  your  popularity  and  your 
wealth  should  have  placed  you  at  the  head  of  the 
movement.  Had  we  been  able  to  identify  you  with 
our  Friends  of  Peace  movement,  a  national  success 
would  have  been  assured.  Our  money  troubles  would 
have  been  at  an  end,  for  you  had  openly  declared  that 
you  had  a  million  dollars  to  spend  on  peace. 

During  the  month  of  July,  1915,  our  local  leader  in 
New  York,  Mr.  Henry  Weissmann,  sent  a  delegation  to 
your  place  at  Detroit  to  solicit  your  support.  But  they 
failed ; — you  declared,  evasively,  that  you  were  going  to 
paddle  your  own  canoe.  This  was  apparently  much 
more  to  your  taste  than  helping  to  man  and  arm  the 
American-German-Irish  battleship  with  all  the  common 
herd.  You  wanted  an  exclusive,  a  personal  catchword 
and  propaganda,  and  I  do  not  doubt  that  behind  these 
ideal  efforts  on  behalf  of  peace,  there  was  a  goodly 
proportion  of  crafty  advertising  instinct.  It  was  always 
the  "plain  people"  who  declared  openly  and  fearlessly 
for  peace — others  pretended  to  follow  the  same  course 
and  made  the  same  claims,  but  deemed  it  safer  to 
keep  apart  from  the  crowd  in  order  not  to  endanger 
their  social  and  business  interests.     This   is   a   charac- 
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teristic  phenomenon  in  a  country  which  is  supposed  to 
be  democratic  and  where  the  will  of  the  people  is  said 
to  be  supreme.  It  was  once  more  that  abject  moral 
cowardice  which  makes  the  American  protagonist  of 
ideas  and  ideals  so  feeble  and  despicable,  measured 
by  the  standards  of  true  moral  manhood.  You  pluto- 
cratic pacifists  were  unable  to  grasp  the  simple  fact 
that  a  pacifistic  movement,  in  order  to  carry  the  breath 
of  life  and  the  impetus  of  the  whole  nation  with  it, 
must  be  "of,  for  and  by  the  people."  The  puerile  fear 
of  being  thought  "pro-German"  palsied  your  every 
action,  choked  you  and  delivered  you  over  bound  hand 
and  foot  to  the  war-mongers. 

The  blood-stained  capitalistic  press  gladly  printed 
your  full-page  appeals  and  advertisements,  and  the 
people  heard  Ford  Cars  honking  in  every  line. 

You  also  refused  the  invitation  to  deliver  a  speech 
at  the  National  Convention  of  the  Friends  of  Peace 
at  Chicago.  Once  again  you  wished  to  stand  aloof, 
and  to  monopolize  the  peace  movement  and  the 
attention  it  aroused,  for  yourself.  Sir,  had  you  assumed 
the  helm  of  the  peace  ship  launched  by  the  Common 
People  of  the  United  States  when  it  was  offered  you 
in  August,  1915,  and  had  you  spent  upon  its  proper 
equipment  and  navigation,  the  vast  sums  which  you 
wasted  upon  the  Ford  Peace  Ship  which  was  wrecked 
so  ingloriously  upon  the  coast  of  Norway  three  months 
later,  you  would  have  achieved  the  immeasurable  blessing 
of  keeping  America  out  of  the  war  by  not  allowing 
her  to  swerve  from  the  path  of  truth  and  honour  as 
proclaimed  by  the  sagacious  Washington. 

But  you  persisted  in  your  vainglorious  pursuit  after 
the  one  and  only  peace,  the  Ford  Peace,  and  you  became 
the    joke    of    the    American    masses    and    then    of    all 
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Europe.  For  the  people  did  not  stand  behind  you. 
The  Friends  of  Peace,  on  the  contrary,  might  have 
furnished  you  with  the  support  of  the  great  masses  of 
Chicago  and  New  York  and  other  dense  centres  of 
population,  as  well  as  the  uncorrupted  farming  districts. 
We  were  both  therefore  doomed  to  follow  a  separate 
path.  United  we  might  have  silenced  the  criminal  and 
irresponsible  elements  that  howled  for  war.  Divided 
our  efforts  were  futile  and  our  voices  too  weak  to  be 
heard.  Thus  far  my  experiences  with  you,  Mr.  Henry 
Ford,  as  long  as  I  remained  on  American  soil. 

During  my  stay  in  Germany  I  have  not  been  able 
to  follow  your  actions,  owing  to  the  absence  of  American 
papers.  But  it  is  clear  that  you  have  sacrificed  more 
and  more  of  your  integrity  of  mind  and  character,  have 
become  more  and  more  the  tool  and  mouthpiece  of 
the  dark  powers  which  used  you  even  during  peace. 
Your  statement  to  the  Allies,  as  given  in  the  extract 
from  the  Sunday  Times  is  your  own  monument  and 
epitaph  of  shame.  It  is  the  signature  to  your  own 
death  sentence  and  disgrace.  It  converts  you  from 
the  white-robed  apostle  of  peace  into  a  blood-bolted 
champion  of  war,  daubed  over  with  that  sickening 
whitewash  of  hypocrisy  so  beloved  of  the  Anglo-Saxon. 

And  therefore  I  agree  with  my  American  friend  that 
you  are  a  fit  candidate  for  that  moral  Pillory  in  which 
I  am  going  to  hold  up  for  the  detestation  of  future 
generations  those  prominent  Anglo-Americans  who  from 
the  beginning  of  the  war  to  its  end,  have  proved 
renegades  to  their  duty  and  traitors  to  the  cause  of 
peace  and  good-will  among  men. 

Hamburg,  June,  1918. 
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YOU,  WOODROW  WILSON, 
ARE  MY  ASSASSIN! 

IN  MEMORY  OF  AMERICA'S  INDEPENDENCE 
DAY-AND  INDEPENDENCE 

I^TJ^^  ife  has  become  more  uncertain  than  ever 
"^  during  this  war.  Death  hovers  over  the 
civilian  population,  disguised  as  He  is  in 
the  form  of  starvation,  nervous  strain  and 
nervous  shock, — as  sorrow,  grief  and  despair.  This  is 
particularly  true  in  hapless  Germany.  I  myself  am 
prepared  for  a  sudden  end  any  day.  My  dear  wife  is 
grief- stricken  over  my  wretched  state  of  health  and 
because  of  the  sleeplessness  that  haunts  me  as  a  result 
of  brooding  upon  the  war. 

I  am  ready  to  die — but  ere  I  die,  I  wish  to  point  my 
finger  straight  at  you,  crying  out:  "You,  Woodrow 
Wilson,  have  murdered  me!  May  the  curse  of  a  dying 
man  follow  you  to  your  grave  and  beyond  it!" 

For  this  is  what  you  have  made  out  of  a  law-abiding, 
quiet  German-American  citizen.  The  numbers  of  human 
beings  who  have  been  murdered  by  you,  the  puppet 
of  Wall  Street,  the  most  un-American  of  all  Americans, 
can  be  counted  by  the  million.  But  I  desire  that  my 
children  and  their  children's  children  should  know  that 
you   are  also  my  murderer. 
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Your  victims  are  not  alone  the  German  soldiers  killed 
or  maimed  by  neutral  American  shells  and  bullets, 
those  implements  of  murder  for  money  which  you  blessed 
by  your  prayers  for  peace  and  defended  by  your  soph- 
istry— no,  your  victims  are  also  those  innumerable 
mothers,  wives  and  sweethearts  who  have  died  of  broken 
hearts.  They  are  the  untold  numbers  of  aged  German 
folk  and  infants,  the  countless  young  mothers  whose 
babes  withered  at  their  breasts  for  lack  of  nourishment 
and  who  have  sunk  into  early  graves  because  of  your 
hunger  blockade  -  for  yours  too  is  the  infamy  of  this 
monstrous  measure  of  your  brutal  ally.  And  to  these 
German  dead  must  now  be  added  the  thousands  of 
American  youths  who  have  been  slaughtered  at  the 
West  Front  for  the  sake  of  your  vanity,  bigotry, 
falsehood,  prejudice  and  ignorance. 

There  must  also  be  counted  up  against  you  the  death 
of  many  a  German-American,  who  died  from  a  broken 
heart  in  the  United  States,  thinking  of  his  dear  ones  in 
Germany  and  of  the  ruthless  policy  which  the  Great 
Assassin  of  theWhite  House  directed  against  them.  Nor 
must  those  millions  of  soldiers  of  the  Entente  nations  be 
forgotten,  the  hosts  that  were  sacrificed  by  their  im- 
perialist governments  merely  through  the  hopes  which 
you  and  the  plutocratic  rulers  of  America  held  out  to 
them.  There  are  also  the  many  helpless  and  innocent 
persons  who  have  been  tortured,  lynched  and  murdered 
by  the  bestial  mobs  who  followed  out  in  practice  the 
thoughts  and  the  theories  for  which  you  stood. 

The  loss  of  life,  the  mental  and  the  physical  suffering 
caused  by  your  false  neutrality  is  much  greater  than 
that  caused  by  Napoleon  during  all  his  wars.  Once 
you  are  stripped  of  the  false  glamour  which  money, 
militarism  and  the  putrid  press  have  given  you  in  the 
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eyes  of  a  gulled  world,  your  name  will  cause  a  chill  of 
horror  to  afflict  the  blood  of  coming  generations.  Not 
only  my  own  descendents  will  abhor  you,  but  millions 
of  posterity  will  curse  your  memory  as  the  betrayer  of 
peace  and  humanity — and  America. 

I  am  writing  this  in  a  state  of  clearest  sanity,  fully 
conscious  of  every  thought  and  motive.  Suffering  has 
in  fact  clarified  my  mind  so  that  I  see  all  things  much 
more  plainly  than  ever  before.  My  health  may  have 
suffered,  but  not  my  mind.  And  yet  it  is  a  marvel 
that  my  mind  should  have  withstood  all  the  assaults 
made  upon  it-  My  friends  and  relatives  have  all  urged 
me  to  give  up  my  interest  im  politics  and  to  live  only 
for  my  family.  This  I  cannot  do — for  how  could  I  shut 
my  eyes  and  ears?  Even  were  I  to  read  no  more  news- 
papers or  books,  could  I  close  my  eyes  to  all  the  misery 
of  the  war  which  I  see  everywhere  around  me?  I 
might  easily  flee  this  great  city  of  Hamburg  with  its 
sorrows  and  its  want,  and  retire  to  some  quiet  and 
idyllic  spot  in  some  other  part  of  Germany— but  1  can- 
not abandon  my  brothers  and  my  friends  in  their  de- 
fense of  family,  home  and  country.  No,  I  too  will 
hold  out  to  the  last  in  the  battle  for  truth  and  justice, 
no  matter  what  the  odds  may  be,  nor  how  soon  the 
wear  and  tear  of  the  terrible  strain  will  bring  me  to 
the  grave. 

I  shall  fight  you,  Woodrow  Wilson — you  and  your 
tribe — to  the  very  last  ditch  and  with  ray  very  last 
breath — with    which  I  shall   curse   you   as   my  assassin. 

Even  whilst  I  was  still  in  America  the  baleful  poison 
that  streamed  from  your  mind  began  to  blight  the  roots 
of  my  life.  I  beheld  your  actions  with  feelings  of  horror 
and  revulsion.  One  by  one  you  dispelled,  you  murdered 
my    illusions   of  America.     One   by   one   you   dragged 
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into  the  dust,  into  the  dirt,  the  ideals  which  I  had 
cherished.  Ah,  how  I  loved  America! — how  fervently 
1  believed  it  to  be  a  noble  institution  of  freedom,  good- 
will and  fair  dealing  to  all  mankind!  And  now  this 
terrible  downfall,  this  fearful  degradation — caused  by 
you  and  you  alone.  Why  you  are  to  blame  I  have 
already  recorded  elsewhere — but  before  Death  halts  my 
pen,  I  shall  at  least  let  my  children  and  their  children 
know  that  you  and  none  other  than  you  have  sapped 
my  life  and  killed  me  inch  by  inch. 

I  have  chosen  this  saddest  and  darkest  of  all  Fourth 
of  Julys  to  record  these  things  upon  the  tablets  of  my 
family  archives — to  grave  these  words  with  a  stylus  of 
steel:    "YOU,    Woodrow    Wilson,    are    my    assassin." 

Are  you  not  also  the  assassin  of  our  Declaration 
of  Independence?  With  cold-hearted  cynicism  you 
have  allowed  it  to  be  flung  into  the  mire,  nay,  your  own 
hands  have  besmirched  it.  Your  presence  in  the  seat 
honoured  by  your  noble  predecessors  is  a  desecration 
of  their  memory.  The  course  you  entered  upon  was 
evil  from  the  beginning,  and  the  cause  you  espoused 
damnable,  nor  can  success  or  victory,  however  com- 
plete or  overwhelming,  ever  wash  you  clean  of  the 
crimes  and  wrongs  of  which  history  will  prove  you  guilty. 

Since  your  declaration  of  war  upon  Germany  I  have 
made  it  a  practice  to  cut  out  every  fragment  of  news 
referring  to  America  in  the  German  papers  and  in  those 
American  and  English  journals  which  come  my  way. 
They  reveal  a  fearful  picture— they  reveal  the  America 
of  Woodrow  Wilson,  war-maddened,  insensate,  delirious 
with  cruel  fanaticism,  with  the  hideous  black  bigotry  of 
Puritan  persecution,  with  the  spirit  of  murder  and 
defamation.  To  this  pass  have  you  brought  our  land — 
which  was  once  the  hope  of  the  world!    I  have  cut  out 
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many  hundreds  of  these  clippings,  and  every  cut  of  the 
scissors  went  deep  into  my  heart. 

The  press  and  the  pubHc  places  of  the  world  ring 
with  your  name.  Small  and  insignificant  though  you 
may  be  in  character,  you  were  cunning  enough  to  gull 
your  own  people  and  the  world,  and  to  lift  yourself 
to  eminence  by  using  and  abusing  an  historic  oppor- 
tunity. True  greatness  would  have  acted  otherwise, 
would  have  spoken  otherwise,  would  have  shone  forth 
in  nobility  of  spirit,  in  magnanimity  of  soul.  But  these 
things  were  not  in  you.  It  is  the  misfortune  of  our 
land  and  of  the  world  in  general  that  your  spirit 
should  have  spread  itself  abroad  like  a  venomous 
gas,  making  the  sick  world  still  more  sick.  The  very 
ideas  which  you  now  weave  into  smooth  and  hollow 
phrases  are  not  your  own,  but  borrowed  from  the 
thoughts  of  nobler  men  such  as  the  great  Kant— a 
German. 

Today  is  the  5  th  of  July,  and  the  newspapers  bring 
me  tidings  of  the  speech  which  you  delivered  yesterday 
at  the  tomb  of  Washington.  It  marks  perhaps  the 
acme  of  your  infamous  utterances.  It  is  an  affront  to 
the  dust  of  the  great  man  whose  tomb  these  words  of 
yours  have  desecrated.  But  the  paltry  theatrical  effect 
for  which  you  strove  tempted  you  to  violate  the 
sanctity  of  even  this  place.  Your  arid  and  vainglorious 
mind  pictured  yourself  in  the  role  of  Washington 
delivering  his  farewell  address,  in  the  part  of  the  sainted 
Lincoln  at  Gettysburg.  How  solemn  was  the  setting — 
the  actor  how  mean!  Above  the  grave  of  the  first 
great  American  who  broke  the  chains  which  England 
hjui  forged  upon  our  land,  you,  the  little  American, 
once  more  forged  those  chains  together  with  the  aid 
of  Wall  Street  and  its  hireling  press. 
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It  was  with  a  particular  interest  that  I  looked  forward 
today  to  the  bulletin  of  the  German  Headquarters. 
Would  the  great  Day  of  the  Declaration  of  American 
Independence  be  used  for  an  American  offensive  in  the 
great  war  for  the  American  people's  dependence — upon 
their  plutocratic  rulers?  Would  this  day  of  great 
memories,  the  first  4  th  ot  July  in  the  American  battle 
front  in  Europe,  be  used  to  instil  the  artificial  war-spirit 
still  further  into  our  poor,  misled  boys?  A  sensational 
American  victory,  no  matter  at  what  cost,  would 
furnish  a  rich  and  bloody  feast  for  the  obscene  news- 
papers, a  splendid  advertisement  for  Liberty,  Demo- 
cracy and  the  other  civic  virtues  of  which  you  have 
constituted  yourself    the    discoverer    and  the    prophet. 

No,  the  Bulletins  of  the  German  General  Staff  make 
no  mention  of  American  actions  at  the  front.  They  mere- 
ly publish  without  comment  accounts  of  the  excesses 
and  the  extravagances  which  have  seized  the  American 
mind  in  war.  In  the  German  press  there  is  no  ripple 
of  expectation  regarding  a  spectacular  onslaught  by  the 
American  army  against  that  Prussian  militarism  whose 
system  and  efficiency  is  the  goal  of  all  the  endeavours 
of  the  Entente  militarists.  No  hecatombs  of  American 
dead  are  to  be  flung  before  the  feet  of  the  American 
Caesar  in  order  to  make  a  Wilsonian  holiday  and 
furnish  an  occasion  for  a  few  cold,  but  well-turned 
periods  and  sententious  phrases  concocted  in  the  quiet 
of  his  study.  Strategy  has  no  regard  for  oratory — the 
General  little  understanding  for  the  opportunism  of  the 
Demagogue. 

And  yet  the  creatures  who  are  thought  fit  to  edit 
the  newspapers,  the  only  source  of  information  and  the 
chief  source  of  the  education  of  a  nation  of  over  a 
hundred  millions,  saw  fit  to   indulge   in  wild   speculat- 
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ions,  —  some  days  befoic  the  birthday  of  the  German 
Emperor  on  the  27th  January  1915,  the  first  birthday 
of  the  "War  Lord"  at  the  battle  Front.  The  German 
army,  these  journalists  declared,  would  surely  offer  their 
War  Lord  a  magnificent  birthday  gift  in  the  shape  of 
some  great  victory — a  victory  made,  as  it  were,  to  order. 
Barbaric  imaginations  require  barbaric  material  — and 
supply  it  themselves.  Such  is  the  thought  that,  in  order 
to  coax  a  smile  to  the  lips  of  their  grim  and  terrible 
War  Lord, — that  fantastic  monster  compact  of  Anglo- 
Saxon  ignorance  and  calumny — German  commanders 
would  sacrifice  the  lives  of  thousands  of  German  sold- 
iers. I  have  thought  it  worth  while  to  draw  this  parallel 
between  the  sanguinary  expectations  of  the  misled, 
misinformed  American  people  dwelling  under  the  ban 
of  their  unspeakable  press  and  obedient  to  its  every 
suggestion,  and  a  spectacle  which  might  have  been 
enacted  by  the  same  misled  and  misinformed  Americans 
at  the  front.  And  the  humanity  within  me  rejoices  that, 
despite  the  hopes  of  the  savages  of  the  press,  neither 
the  Birthday  of  the  American  Republic  nor  the  Birthday 
of  the  German  Emperor  was  celebrated  by  a  victory 
made  "glorious"  by  rivers  of  blood  and  mountains  of 
the  dead. 

But  what  of  the  dead,  Woodrow  Wilson,  what  of  the 
dead  that  shall  some  day  arise  from  out  the  dark  earth  and 
from  the  profoundest  depths  of  the  sea — to  point  their 
fingers  at  ^ou — the  slayer  by  proxy  of  neutral,  of  friend 
and  of  foe— the  Man  Who  Might  Have  Made  Peace, 
yet  deliberately  willed  War— the  Man  who  might  have 
saved  Humanity  without  butchering  it  upon  the  battle- 
field— the  Man  who  might  have  helped  Truth  to  attain 
her  dominion  over  the  minds  of  men,  yet  helped  to 
strangle    her    in    the    market-place    and    the    council- 
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chamber — the  Man  who  might  have  saved  Democracy — 
yet  chose  to  betray  it  with  a  Judas'  kiss  into  the  hands 
of  Plutocracy  and  Imperialism! 

The  depression  of  Death  is  upon  me — and  I  already 
feel  its  icy  shadow  encroaching"  upon  my  vitality.  In 
this  moment  of  deep  despondency  I  feel  as  though  I 
shall  not  survive  this  war.  My  usually  rugged  health 
seems  undermined — and  in  my  soul  I  feel  the  canker 
gnawing  which  you,  Woodrow  Wilson,  have  planted 
there.  It  is  a  canker  which  I  feel  is  incurable  and  which 
might  well  prove  mortal.  Were  it  to  gnaw  the  thread 
of  my  life  in  twain  you  would  be  as  much  my  murderer 
as  though  you  had  stabbed  me  to  the  heart  with  a 
knife,  as  you  have  done  so  many  times  through  your 
w^ords  and  deeds.  And  yet  I  do  not  abhor  you  for 
what  you  in  your  weakness  and  your  wickedness  and 
your  persistence  in  wrong  and  error  have  done  to 
me — but  for  what  you  have  done  to  others. 

And  therefore  though  in  this  hour  I  point  my  finger 
at  you,  as  I  shall  do  in  the  hour  of  death,  and  as  my 
descendents  shall  do  generation  after  generation,  I  too 
am  only  a  proxy  for  the  millions  you  have  slain. 

This  is  my  indictment  against  you,  Woodrow  Wilson, 
the  Assassin  of  my  life.  This  is  my  testament  to  my 
children  and  their  childrens'  children.  In  the  Name 
of  Justice,  Amen. 

Hamburg,  July  4,   1918. 
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THE  SOUL 
OF  HERBERT  LEE  PRATT 

SOME  WORDS  OF  WARNING 


li^^^ie   unexpected   has  happened  once  more.    I 

did  not  expect  to  find  your  name,  Herbert 

<P^MU.<I(ll/\  Lee   Pratt,    quoted   in  German    newspapers 


as   one  who   had   been   guilty  of    repeating^ 


the  most  monstrous  Entente  atrocity  tales.  In  a  speech 
given  on  August  26,  that  stern  and  upright  soldier. 
War  Minister  von  Stein,  held  you  up  to  the  obloquy 
of  the  world  in  these  words:  "We  have  the  case  of 
an  interview  in  the  New  York  World  in  which  an 
American  of  the  name  of  Pratt  declares  that  he  was 
told  by  soldiers  who  had  been  at  the  front  that  the 
Germans  had  crucified  two  Americans.  On  that  account, 
no  further  Germans  were  to  be  taken  prisoners  by  the 
Americans,  who  would  kill  all  Germans  as  they  would 
a  lot  of  rats. 

"That  soldiers  should  relate  such  shocking  things 
does  not  astonish  me,  for  in  time  of  war  fantasy  runs 
wild  and  imagination  riot.  But  that  a  man  like  Pratt, 
an  official  of  the  Y.M.C.A.  should  repeat  such  venom- 
ous lies,  that  is  nothing  less  than  criminal.  But  yet 
one  scarcely  wonders  at  Pratt  thus  stultifying  himself 
when  President  Wilson  himself  acts  in  the  same  manner, 
lu  his  latest  message  concerning  lynch  law,  he  had  the 
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audacity  to  declare  that  the  American  lynchers  follow 
the  bad  example  of  Germany,  which  has  an  army  com- 
posed of  lynchers.  Hereby  the  President  of  the  United 
States  has  outstripped  all  competitors  in  malice, 
meanness  and  mendacity." 

One  has  to  be  thankful  that  the  good  German  name 
has  been  defended  by  an  honourable  German  official, 
even  at  this  late  date,  against  your  criminal  story.  The 
Germans  are  slow  in  answering  back — they  usually 
consider  it  beneath  their  dignity  to  defend  themselves 
against  such  falsehoods. 

1  first  read  of  your  atrocious  yarn  in  the  Hamburger 
Fremdenblatt  of  July  27,  which  had  reprinted  it  from 
the  New  York  World  of  June  3.  I  wonder  if  you  have 
thought  of  the  real  consequences  of  your  atrocious 
falsehood?  I  wonder  how  many  clean,  honest,  fine 
young  Germans,  as  good  and  brave  as  any  of  their 
fellow-Christians  in  the  American  ranks,  have  been 
killed  "just  like  rats"  instead  of  being  taken  prisoner, 
thanks  to  the  lie  which  you,  Herbert  Lee  Pratt,  have 
spread  and  repeated  throughout  our  land?  Their 
blood  is  upon  your  head — and  it  is  blood  that  will 
never  dry.  Can  your  conscience,  schooled  in  Y.M.C.A. 
precepts,  endure  this  weight  of  guilt?  Or  have  you 
a  "Standardized"  conscience,  for  which  nothing  is  too 
low,  too  dirty,  so  long  as  the  object  in  view  is  reached? 
1  should  think  that  you,  as  the  vice-president  of  the 
Standard  Oil  Company,  branded  as  the  most  criminal 
commercial  institution  in  the  world  by  our  own  Supreme 
Court,  would  certainly  be  the  last  person  to  fling 
mud  at  others.  The  foul  and  immoral  methods  adopted 
by  Standard  Oil  in  order  to  monopolize  the  oil  bus- 
iness, are  being  repeated  a  thousandfold  by  the  Entente 
in    order    to   seize   the   business   of    the   world   and   to 
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kill  off  without  the  least  sign  of  mercy  their  ablest  com- 
petitors. Your  Y.M.C.A.  cloak  cannot  and  shall  not 
protect  you  from  my  inquisition.  It  merely  adds 
loathsomeness  and  hypocrisy  to  the  sum  of  your  per- 
sonality. 

A  war  weekly  called  America  in  Europe,  and  publish- 
ed at  Frankfort-on-the-Main  has  put  you  where  you 
belong.  In  its  issue  of  August  19,  1918— of  which  I 
shall  reserve  a  copy  for  you — you  are  pictured  in  a 
black-and  white  cartoon.  Beneath  your  supposed  picture 
this  legend  runs:  "We  call  Herbert  L.  Pratt,  Vice- 
President  of  the  Standard  Oil  Company,  a  liar!" 

The  curse  of  too  much  wealth,  the  disease  of  the 
snob  and  of  the  "smart  set,"  likewise  rests  upon  you 
and  some  of  your  brothers.  John  Pratt  was  the  first 
to  break  up  the  Pratt  home  on  Clinton  Avenue  in 
Brooklyn.  Brooklyn  was  no  longer  "smart"  enough  for 
a  Pratt — the  only  place  in  the  United  States  where  his 
family  history  was  of  any  account.  No,  the  itch  to 
be  counted  among  the  over-rich,  the  desperate  climbing 
to  get  in  with  the  herd  of  the  golden  fleece,  was  not 
to  be  resisted.  This  is  the  thing  that  your  parents 
tried  to  avoid.  They  longed  to  make  of  their  children 
simple,  earnest,  industrious  Christian  men  and  women. 
I  take  it  for  granted  that  your  father,  once  a  plain 
blacksmith,  who,  I  am  told,  was  hardly  able  to  write, 
and  started  out  as  a  peddler  of  oil,  to  end  as  a  partner 
of  John  D.  Rockefeller,  made  his  money  honestly  and 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  shady  methods  of  slippery 
John  and  his  hirelings.  And  your  father  did  a  great 
and  noble  thing  by  founding  the  admirable  Pratt  In- 
stitute. He  longed  to  give  the  poor  boy,  such  as  he 
himself  had  been,  a  better  and  an  easier  start  in  life 
by  helping  him  to  learn  a  trade,  and  by  adding  to  his 
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education.  The  school  for  blacksmiths  was  a  particular 
hobby  of  your  good  father.  And  he  remained  an  honest, 
simple  man  to  the  end  of  his  days.  Your  sweet  and 
lovable  mother  was  one  of  the  noblest  women  I  have 
ever  met  in  my  life.  I  venerated  her  almost  as  if  I  had 
been  her  son.  I  felt  greatly  flattered  when  at  a  dinner- 
party which  I  gave  to  your  mother,  your  brothers 
Charles  and  Fred  and  their  wives  at  the  Hotel  Potter  in 
Santa  Barbara,  your  mother  turned  to  me  and  remarked, 
apropos  of  a  few  playful  verses  I  had  composed  for 
her:  "Mr.  Hansen,  had  I  another  daughter,  I  would 
gladly  give  her  to  you  as  your  wife."  You,  as  her 
son,    know    how   great  a   compliment  this  represented. 

During  these  long  and  weary  years  of  war,  when 
great  numbers  of  American  women  forgot  their  duty 
to  womanhood,  to  humanity  and  Christianity  and  joined 
the  English  sport  of  hounding  and  baiting  the  German, 
I  often  thought  of  your  good  mother  and  what  she 
would  have  done  had  she  still  been  alive.  I  feel  sure 
that  she  would  not  have  broken  faith  with  me  just 
because  I  was  German-born.  Whatever  faith  1  still 
have  in  the  goodness,  gentleness  and  justice  of  the 
American  woman  and  of  American  motherhood  is 
based  upon  memories  of  your  mother  and  a  few  others 
who  have  not  failed   in   the   great  hour  of  moral  trial. 

Your  father  gave  a  helping  hand  to  the  poor 
American  boys.  Why  don't  you,  Herbert  Lee  Pratt,  do 
as  much  for  the  rich  American  boys?  Do  you  think 
you  can  help  them  climb  the  social  ladder  more 
quickly?  Do  you  think  you  can  set  them  an  edifying 
example  by  the  vile  and  murderous  sentiments  you 
have  uttered?  You  have  committed  a  moral  atrocity, 
you  have  given  the  colour  of  reality  to  the  halluci- 
nation or  deliberate  falsehood  of  some  gullible  or  lying 
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soldier.    Were    you    not    so    abysmally   ig^norant   of  the 
nature    of   the   well-educated    and    disciplined    German 
soldier,  you  would  not  have  shown  yourself  the  mental 
and   moral   barbarian.     Had   you   been   capable   of  the 
least  logical  analysis,  or  familiar  with   the   innumerable 
pre-arranged     and     staged     German     atrocity     scenes, 
designed    to    arouse    the    blood-lust   and   the  spirit   of 
murder    in    the    American     soldier,    you    would    have 
realized    that    even    if    such    a    crucifixion    had    taken 
place,  it  v/ould  very  likely  have  been  the  work  of  the 
crafty  and  resourceful  Anglo-Saxon  war  propagandists. 
The  bodies   of  German  soldiers,    decorated  with  flags 
and  sails,  have  been  used  to  amuse  the  French  on  the 
Yser  Canal.    It  would  have  been  easy  enough  to  fasten 
the  dead  bodies  of  two  American  soldiers- lying  about 
in  heaps  whilst    the  fight  was   going  on, —  upon   some 
crossed    beams    and    exhibit    them    aftei-wards    as    the 
latest    form    of    German    atrocity.      Or    the    gruesome 
fakers  might  have  taken  two  dead  Germans,   for,  once 
stripped,    who    could    tell    the   difference  between    the 
blonde   German    and  American   boys?  — or  they  might 
have   been  dressed   up  as  Americans  and  accepted  as 
such.    If  there  were  lynching  or  crucifying  to  be  done, 
it  must  be  conceded  that  there  the  practised  American 
has  all   the  advantage  of  experience  over  the  untrained 
German.     For  lynching,   despite  the  man  in  the  White 
House    is,    as   its   name  implies,    a  distinctly  American 
institution. 

And  you  know  further,  Mr.  Herbert  Lee  Pratt,  that 
every  trick  and  every  fraud,  no  matter  how  dirty  it 
may  be,  is  being  practised  to  entrap  the  German  and 
to  sling  filth  at  the  good  name  he  has  always  enjoyed 
in  the  estimation  of  his  fellow-men.  For  this  is  an 
Anglo-Saxon  war  and  the  election  methods  eU'e  supposed 
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to  be  quite  in  keeping.  For  the  Anglo-Saxon  treats 
his  wars  like  big  political  campaigns  in  which  the  air 
is  thick  with  lies  and  foulness. 

There  are  at  present  going  through  the  press  accounts 
of  the  workings  of  the  "U-Boat  traps,"  written  by  the 
Marine  correspondent  of  the  Times.  One  of  these  traps, 
masquerading  as  an  innocent  merchantman,  observed 
the  approach  of  a  German  U-Boat.  The  crew  took  to  the 
boats.  Only  one  person,  apparently  a  woman,  but  in 
reality  a  sailor  dressed  as  such,  remained  on  board  and 
ran  up  and  down  holding  what  appeared  to  be  a  child, 
and  shrieking  to  be  saved.  When  the  U-boat  drew 
alongside  to  take  her  off,  the  "woman"  threw  the  sup- 
posed child,  which  was  really  a  bomb,  into  the  open  turret 
of  the  submarine,  which  caused  it  to  explode.  For  this 
unspeakably  dastardly  act,  the  miscreant  who  had  perpet- 
rated it  received  the  V.  C. 

There  are  other  cowardly  and  dirty  tricks,  all  worthy 
of  the  foulest  assassins  that  ever  slew  men  under  the 
cover  of  friendly  advances  or  by  appealing  to  their 
nobler  instincts.  There  are  the  life-boats  set  afloat 
with  life-sized  dummy  figures  to  represent  sailors — in 
reality  a  mere  cover  for  deadly  mines.  Then  there 
are  floating  mines  concealed  by  an  automatic  mechanism 
to  represent  human  beings  struggling  in  the  water. 
No  words  suffice  to  express  a  normal  human  being's 
loathing  of  practises  which  only  the  satanic  imagin- 
ations of  Entente  war-makers  could  conceive.  It  is  the 
destruction  of  the  last  vestige  of  chivalry  and  manliness 
in  warfare — it  drags  humanity  itself  into  the  mud  and 
the  blood  and  makes  it  accessory  to  murder.  The 
kindly  nature  and  tender  heart  of  the  German  seaman 
are  appealed  to,  and  his  reward  for  yielding  to  his 
native  humanitarian  instincts,  which  even  stern  duty  in 
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war  can  never  extinguish  in  his  breast,  is  a  sudden  and 
treacherous  death.  This  is  his  reward  for  yielding 
to  the  promptings  of  pity!  Could  one  wonder  if  the 
Germans  under  such  conditions  really  became  heartless 
and  unyielding?  Could  one  be  surprised  if,  upon 
encountering  a  genuine  case  of  shipwreck,  or  of  women 
in  danger,  they  should  refuse  to  render  any  assistance? 
In  such  case  the  howls  and  imprecations  of  the  cowardly 
curs  responsible  for  this  condition  of  things,  would  of 
course  once  more  be  raised  against  them.  But  the 
blood  of  the  abandoned  victims  would  be  upon  the 
heads  of  the  tricksters — ^like  the  blood  of  the  brave 
men  caught  in  such  snares.  The  manner  in  which  you 
threw  this  crucifixion  yarn  among  our  credulous  people 
is  as  treacherous  and  criminal  an  action  as  that  of  the 
dastardly  thugs  who  hide  bombs  in  the  innocent  garb 
of  a  babe.  Through  this  vile  lie  it  is  you  who  have 
crucified  truth. 

You  do  not  know  the  men  whom  you  have  slandered, 
Herbert  Lee  Pratt.  Yet  I  would  tell  you  right  here 
that  man  for  man  the  American  as  he  is  today  in  his 
wild  Indian  war-paint  inside  and  outside,  is  not  fit  to 
blacken  the  boots  of  the  common  German  soldier.  You, 
sir,  are  setting  an  evil  moral  example  for  your  poor 
rich  boys.  You  have  sought  to  lie  yourself  into  a 
cheap  popularity  in  the  world  of  the  Anglo-Saxon 
snob.  You  have  left  the  clean,  straight  path  pointed 
out  to  you  by  the  better  men  that  have  gone  before 
you  and  by  those  who,  like  your  brother  Fred,  have 
taken  up  the  burden  of  humanity.  This  brother  has 
put  his  whole  heart  and  soul  into  carrying  out  the 
wishes  of  your  father  in  relation  to  the  Pratt  Institute. 
Under  his  able  management,  this  has  gained  a  national 
reputation.     His   only  son   Charlie   is   following  in  the 
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footsteps  of  his  excellent  father.  Fred  was  actuated 
by  no  lust  for  social  honours  in  New  York  City.  He 
remained  in  his  Brooklyn  home — you,  after  having  built 
a  palace  in  Clinton  Avenue,  fancied  that  the  borough 
was  not  fashionable  enough  for  you.  So,  of  course, 
you  had  to  have  your  apartments  in  Manhattan,  so  as 
to  be  in  or  near  the  social  swim.  For  this  social 
blossoming-out  of  the  Herbert  Lee  Pratts,  a  further 
change  of  scenery  was  necessaiy,  and  so  a  lordly 
English  castle  was  built  at  Glen  Cove  on  Long  Island 
Sound.  Assuredly  a  fine  "ancestral"  home  for  the  son 
of  a  poor,  illiterate  blacksmith.  This  sumptuous  English 
castle  on  the  shores  of  the  Sound  will  serve  as  a 
splendid  stepping-stone  to  enable  your  children  to 
climb  into  the  most  uppish  American  society,  and 
thence  into  the  highest  English  circles,  the  goal  of 
every  sweating  American  social  struggler,  male  and 
female.  These  pushers  and  climbers  must  bear  as  great 
a  blame  for  America's  downfall  as  a  clean  and  Christian 
nation,  as  the  insatiable  money-wolves  of  Wall  Street. 
Are  you  striving  to  attain  this  end,  Herbert  Lee 
Pratt,  in  order  that  your  daughters  may  marry  into 
English  titled  families  and  your  sons  be  permitted  to 
hunt  and  play  with  the  scions  of  lordly  and  ducal 
houses,  or,  some  day  perhaps,  like  Viscount  Astor,  to 
worm  their  way  into  the  peerage — in  short,  to  de-Am- 
ericanize your  children  for  the  Court  of  St.  James? 
This  is  the  passion  for  "democracy"  which  actuates  a 
citizen  of  that  country  which  proclaims  that  it  is  fighting 
for  this  dispensation!  I  often  wonder  why  the  Anglo- 
American  soul  is  not  choked  by  its  own  hypocrisy, 
especially  when  this  hypocrisy  is  attended  by  great 
wealth.  For  wealth  chokes  and  destroys  the  souls  of 
all   but   the   strongest   men.     And   1   believe  that  there 
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can  be  no  doubt  that  the  wealth  of  the  Pratts  increased 
enormously  through  the  war — whether  with  corpse-tainted 
gold  or  not  I  will  not  venture  to  say.  Have  you  ever 
gazed  into  your  own  soul — or  that  part  of  it  which  is 
deeply-hidden  and  still  transparent  and  realized  the 
terrible  contradiction,  the  living  contradiction  that  you 
are?  Young-Man  Christianity  and  Plutocrat  Capital, 
Crucifixion  Calumnies  and  Cant. 

Let  me  command  your  attention  by  discoursing  a 
little  further  upon  the  theme  of  money.  Your  wealth 
may  possibly  outshine  that  of  several  of  the  royal 
houses  of  Europe  — for  kings  are  not  as  a  rule  good 
business  men.  It  may  interest  you  to  hear  that  the 
three  richest  Germans  before  the  v/ar  were  Emperor 
William  with  394  million  marks.  Grand  Duke  Adolph 
Friedrich  of  Mecklenburg  v/ith  355  millions,  and  Frau 
Bertha  Krupp  von  Bohlen-Halbach  with  320  millions  of 
marks.  These  are  paltry  sums  compared  to  those  v/hich 
the  American  war-blood-money  kings  have  been  able 
to  wring  out  of  the  agonies  of  humanity, — especially 
at  the  enhanced  value  of  the  dollar  and  the  decreased 
value  of  the  mark. 

If  a  man  carefully  brought  up  in  a  temperate  Christian 
home  and  family  life,  a  man  who  is  a  no  doubt  sincere 
supporter  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  joins  in  the  blood-thirsty 
shouts  of  the  most  rabid  and  unscrupulous  breeders 
of  blind  hatred  and  savage  murder-lust,  what  is  one 
to  expect  of  the  less  disciplined,  less  educated,  less 
well  brought-up  American?  What  is  one  to  expect  of 
those  vast,  unthinking  multitudes  which  you,  as  if  war 
and  all  the  evils  it  breeds  in  unhappy  humanity  were 
not  horrible  enough,  seek  to  inflame  to  still  greater 
madness  and  fury!  What  was  your  motive?  To  ingrat- 
iate j'ourself  with  the  insensate  murder-press?    Or  with 
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that  Anglomaniac  set  who  have  done  so  much  to  betray 
our  country  and  our  people  into  the  hands  of  England? 
A  shred  of  applause  may  be  flung  you  from  the  press 
of  London  for  the  lie  which  you  have  enlisted  in  the 
black  campaign  of  British  calumny.  A  compliment,  too 
subtle  and  cynical  for  your  naive  Americanism  to  grasp 
fully,  may  be  paid  you  by  a  few  Englishmen  who 
despise  you  at  heart—  as  they  despise  every  American 
who  fawned  upon  them  and  curried  favour  by  black- 
guarding that  enemy  whom  at  heart  the  Briton  still 
respects  more  than  he  does  his  zealous  and  lickspittle 
American  slaves.  Test  your  conduct  by  some  clean  and 
severe  ethical  test,  Herbert  Lee  Pratt,  look  closely  at 
the  texture  and  colour  of  your  soul.  Arraign  yourself 
before  the  tribunal  of  manhood  and  morality.  If  you 
are  just,  no  flattering  verdict  will  be  spoken — such  as 
you  no  doubt  one  day  expect  to  hear  from  the  purple 
lips  of  His  Majesty  King  George  of  Greater  Britain 
and  lesser  America. 

The  present  course  of  the  American  state  and  the 
tendencies  of  socialism  will  surely  lead  the  country 
into  the  black  morass  of  Bolshevism.  It  will  require 
the  united  efforts  of  all  far-seeing  American  patriots 
to  avoid  this  disaster — if  the  term  "American  patriot" 
still  has  any  meaning  since  August  1914.  Since  then 
the  few  brave  and  honest  patriots  have  been  shouted 
and  hounded  down.  The  false  prophets  and  the 
betrayers  of  the  people,  have  obtained  the  upper  hand 
and  the  mobs  have  become  as  playthings  to  them. 
These  degraders,  poisoners  and  betrayers  of  our  gullible 
and  uninformed  multitudes  will  yet  harvest  a  terrible 
crop  of  hatred  from  the  dragon's  teeth  which  they 
have  sown.  This  hatred  they  thought  they  were  arous- 
ing   only    to    have   it  directed   against  that  great   and 
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strugg^Ung  people  who  during  the  entire  course  of  our 
history  had  professed  for  us  and  proved  to  us  its 
sincere  friendliness.  But  they  are  mistaken.  The  black 
passions  they  have  awakened,  the  savage  lusts  and 
murder-mania  will  come  home  to  themselves  — will  knock 
at  their  own  front  doors  and  perch  at  the  foot  of  their 
own  beds.  The  day  of  reckoning  is  bound  to  come. 
Ye  have  sown  the  wind  and  ye  shall  reap  the  whirl- 
wind. You  have  crucified  Truth,  and  the  lie  shall 
confront  you  like  a  death's  head.  In  that  day  you 
may  perhaps  be  gifted  with  clearer  vision  than  in  this 
— when  your  whole  nature  is  saturated  with  hatred 
and  blindness  and  your  one  aim  is  to  see  as  many 
German  women  as  possible  moaning  and  mourning 
above  their  dead. 

It  is  possible  that  the  films  of  blood  and  the  mists 
of  venom  may  clear  from  your  eyes  before  that  day, 
and  that  your  better  self  may  revive  and  redeem  itself. 
You  will  then  see  that  the  only  way  in  which  ruin  may 
be  averted  is  to  call  a  halt  to  the  foulest  and  most 
tyrannical  force  that  has  ever  monopolized  the  liberties 
of  a  nation.  This  national  curse,  this  universal  pest- 
ilence of  America  is  the  incendiary,  corrupt  commercial 
press — the  daily  and  weekly  newspapers  and  magazines, 
and  those  men  who  control  the  ropes  of  the  Stock 
Exchange,  the  Church,  the  Court,  the  University  and 
who,  with  cold-blooded  deliberation,  undertook  to  uproot 
the  many  flowers  of  pacificism  and  humanity  that  were 
blooming  or  beginning  to  bloom  in  our  national  garden, 
and  converted  it  into  a  sandy  waste.  It  will  require 
the  most  intensive  gardening  to  bring  back  the  fertile 
soil  and  the  flowers,  gardening  actuated  by  a  passionate, 
sacrificial  love  for  all  mankind.  It  will  require  a  nation- 
wide extension  and  application  of  the  spirit  that  brought 
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forth  the  Pratt  Institute.  The  young"  men  and  women 
of  the  nation  must  be  cleansed  of  the  filth  and  disease 
which  a  devilish  press  and  foul-Hpped  demagogues  have 
instilled  into  them.  The  lies,  the  greed,  the  corruption, 
the  hypocrisy,  the  snobbism,  all  the  curses  and  plagues 
which  the  Anglo-American  spirit  at  its  v/orst  has  caused 
to  take  deeper  root  than  ever  in  our  land,  must  be 
uprooted  without  hesitation  and  without  mercy. 

We  have  the  bitterest  need  for  millions  of  American 
home  cleaners  and  builders.  We  have  need  of  strong 
men  and  fearless  men  who  will  not  permit  themselves 
to  be  cowed  by  the  newspapers,  nor  by  the  mob,  nor 
bought  off  by  our  criminal  plutocracy.  We  have  to 
retrace  our  steps  to  ideals  of  plain  living  and  high 
thinking.  We  must  recognize  the  fact  that  as  a  nation 
we  have  not  been  taught  to  think  rightly  and  that 
we  cannot  therefore  feel  rightly.  We  must  break  away 
from  the  foul  idol  of  material  success  and  recognize 
the  ascendancy  of  the  spiritual  in  man— that  a  true 
poet  in  rags  is  a  greater  and  nobler  and  more  valuable 
human  being  than  the  ponderous  plutocrat  in  his  Fifth 
Avenue  mansion.  That  Art  and  Literature  and  Philo- 
sophy mean  a  divine  salvation  for  modern  man,  and 
not  a  pastime  for  women's  clubs.  That  machines  do 
not  mean  civilization,  nor  Luxury  Culture. 

If  we  do  not  sweep  away  our  diseased  and  brutal 
materialism,  if  we  do  not  set  up  spiritual  safeguards 
and  vents,  our  country  will  be  swept  by  a  revolution 
such  as  that  which  tore  Prussia  to  pieces. 

It  is  yet  time,  Herbert  Lee  Pratt,  for  you  and  your 
fellows  to  avert  the  evil.  It  is  yet  time  for  you  to  set 
the  unfortunate  children  of  the  misguided  rich  upon 
the  right  path,  so  that  they  may  do  something  for  their 
own   redemption   and   their   country's.      It   is    still   time 
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for  you  and  your  fellows  to  thwart  the  Autocracy  of 
the  Almigfhty  Dollar  which  means  the  inevitable  com- 
ing of  American  Bolshevism.  If  the  passion  for  money- 
making  has  taken  so  deep  a  hold  upon  you  that  you 
are  unable  to  return  to  forms  of  life  which  are  noble 
and  simple,  then  continue  to  heap  up  your  treasures — 
but  see  to  it  that  the  greater  part  goes  to  the  better- 
ment and  advancement  of  your  fellowman.  If  you  are 
capable  of  rising  to  heights  which  are  truly  greaL,  you 
will  see  that  most  of  your  wealth  goes  to  the  alleviation 
of  human  sorrow  in  all  lands,  the  improvement  of 
human  conditions  everywhere.  But  one  thing  must  be 
borne  in  upon  you  so  far  as  your  own  country  is 
concerned.  The  only  safeguard  against  its  downfall, 
a  downfall  more  terrible,  perhaps,  than  the  Russian 
catastrophe,  is  the  demobilization  of  Excessive  or 
Unnecessary  Fortunes,  the  Spirit  of  Self-Sacrifice  in 
Rich  Men,  the  Erection  of  the  Spiritual  House  without 
which  no  Nation  can  live. 

Hamburg,  September,   1918. 
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TO  ARTHUR  N.  DAVIS 

ONE  TIME  "AMERICAN  DENTIST"  TO  THE  KAISER 
AND  INCIDENTALLY  CAD,   DEFAMER  AND   IN- 

GRATE 

n  English  friend  in  Geneva  has  been  so  atten- 
tive as  to  send  me  cutting's  from  the  London 
Times  of  August  and  September,  1918. 
These  contain  chapters  of  the  book  you 
"wrote"  upon  the  Kaiser  and  the  War.  I  use  marks 
of  quotation  because  among  those  who  know  you  best 
the  conviction  prevails,  that  the  writing  of  even  this  book, 
trashy  and  insignificant  in  thought  and  expression  as 
it  is,  was  far  beyond  your  mental  capacities,  and  that 
you  hired  some  reptile  journalist  to  put  into  shape 
the  base  ideas  and  material  you  provided.  I  am  my- 
self no  master  of  words,  much  less  a  lord  of  language, 
and  I  have  never  hesitated  to  accept  help  and  correction 
in  literary  things.  And  yet  I  would  have  been  ashamed 
to  put  my  name  to  the  low  and  trivial  chatter  reeking- 
with  vulgarity  v/hich  such  prominent  papers  as  the 
London  Times,  the  Parisian  Matin  and  the  New  York 
World  sav/  fit  to  print  because  it  contained  the  vicious 
and  lying  gossip  of  an  unscrupulous  scullion  about  his 
royal  patron.    The  same  impulse  and  the  same  instinct 
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which  informed  the  action  of  that  international  bounder 
James  W.  Gerard,  drove  you  into  the  gutter,  to  prove 
to  the  world  that  an  American  dentist  may  vie  in 
baseness  and  scurrility  with  an  American  ambassador. 
I  feel  a  sense  of  physical  disgust  even  in  thinking  of  you, 
even  in  handling  the  paper  that  bears  your  printed 
depravity  of  character.  And  yet  I  feel  it  my  duty  to 
handle  this  case  of  moral  caries  in  the  mind  and 
character  of  the  man  Davis,  if  only  as  a  study  of  the 
criminaloid  in  modern  degeneracy. 

Your  pretenses  of  patriotism  and  the  other  excuses 
with  which  you  attempt  to  extenuate  the  vileness  of 
your  act,  are  so  childish  and  naive,  that  they  prove 
that  you  are  fool  as  well  as  rogue  to  imagine  that  even 
the  most  ignorant  public  could  be  deceived  as  to  your 
real  motive.  And  it  is  certain  that  the  men  who  sent 
you  their  checks  for  this  your  tremendous  contribution 
to  the  history  of  the  war,  sent  them  to  you  with  sneers 
upon  their  faces  and  contempt  in  their  hearts.  English- 
men and  Frenchmen  of  the  better  sort  may  be  willing 
to  make  use  of  a  grimy  tool — without  changing  their 
opinion  of  grime. 

After  growing  rich  for  many  years  upon  the  fees 
paid  you  by  the  German  Imperial  Family  for  your 
services,  you  suddenly  in  the  fourth  year  of  the  war, 
discover  your  glowing  American  patriotism  and,  —  com- 
bined with  a  chance  for  cheap  publicity  and  the  oppor- 
tunity of  booming  an  invention, — your  pure  and  burning 
devotion  to  democracy.  And  like  others  of  your  ilk, 
you  proceeded  to  make  use  of  the  great  tragedy  under 
which  humanity  groans  to  thrust  your  petty  self  into 
prominence  and  to  rake  in  the  dollars  by  violating 
every  obligation  of  honour  and  every  law  of  decency 
by  medical  and  moral  malpractice. 
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You  even  went  so  far  as  to  violate  the  code  of  bus- 
iness honour  which  is  kept  intact  even  by  those  to  whom 
the  code  of  gentlemen  means  nothing.  For  after  you 
had  disposed  of  your  practice  to  Dr.  Charles  P.  Haselden 
of  Hamburg,  at  a  tall  figure,  you  have  done  your  ut- 
most to  ruin  the  thing  you  sold  him  by  treacherously 
attacking  the  very  customers  upon  whom  the  value  of 
it  was  based.  That  your  former  American  colleagues 
in  Berlin  were  of  the  same  opinion  is  made  clear  by 
their  expelling  you  ignominiously  from  the  Miller  Club. 
And  not  only  were  you  betrayed  into  your  betrayal 
by  the  innate  instincts  of  the  cad,  but  also  by  the  in- 
stincts of  the  quack  and  charlatan,  for  you  saw  a  glorious 
opportunity  for  advertising  your  patented  porcelain 
teeth  by  aspersing  the  royal  gentleman,  who,  by  your 
own  evidence,  had  always  treated  you  with  the  utmost 
kindness  and  generosity — and  with  a  trustfulness  for 
which  you  repaid  him  as  the  snake  is  said  to  repay 
the  hand  that  feeds  it  -a  slander  of  the  reptile,  for 
its  morals  are  somewhat  above  those  of  an  Arthur  N. 
Davis.  And  I  have  yet  to  hear  of  the  snake  that  will 
employ  its  venom  in  poisoning  its  own  fellows,  as  you 
have  poisoned  the  minds  of  thousands  by  your  infamous 
book.  The  faker  cadging  for  a  new  practice  by  black- 
guarding his  old,  and  catering  to  the  snobbery  of  his 
countrymen  as  the  same  time  that  he  attempts  to  lash 
their  ignorance  and  their  war-hatreds  to  still  greater 
excesses  by  repeating  the  oldest  and  crudest  lies,  is 
one  of  the  ugliest   spectacles  of  the  war. 

In  the  chapter  called  "The  Kaiser  in  Pain"  you  write: 
"I  may  say  at  this  point  that  in  all  my  experience 
I  never  observed  him  to  flinch  while  in  the  chair.  He 
was  the  best  patient  in  this  respect  I  had  ever  treated. 
It  often    occurred  to  me  after  the  war  started,  that  in 
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his  own  callousness  to  pain  lay  the  secret  of  his  dis- 
regard for  the  pain  and  suffering  he  caused  in  others." 

This  is  characteristic  of  the  loathsomeness  of  a  mind 
such  as  yours  which  twists  all  things  to  evil,  and 
covers  even  manly  fortitude  and  self-control  with  the 
slime  of  vilification.  I  belong  to  the  great  masses  who 
have  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  Kaiser  only  at  public 
functions  and  who  have  never  stood  close  enough  to 
him  to  study  his  face  or  hear  his  voice.  But  the  world, 
even  the  enemy  world  before  the  war,  has  united  in 
declaring  the  Emperor  to  be  a  very  kindly,  a  very 
humane  man  — with  virtues  and  failings  like  all  other 
human  beings.  A  frank,  generous,  impulsive  man,  a 
man  incapable  of  suspecting  treachery  in  those  whom 
he  had  regarded  as  friends,  a  man  who,  as  you  your- 
self say  with  unconscious  self-irony,  had  a  tendency  to 
trust  everyone— even  the  Arthur  N.  Davises.  No  one 
knows  better  than  you  know  that  what  you  call  "his 
own  callousness  to  pain,"  was  due  alone  to  the  self- 
discipline  of  a  king,  the  fortitude  of  a  soldier.  But  as 
those  who  had  paid  you  so  well  to  fling  dirt  expected 
you  to  do  it  with  both  hands  and  tongue  as  well,  you 
must  needs  insult  the  man  who  had  been  your  patron 
for    fourteen    years — mean   liar  and   cur  that  you   are. 

1  am  myself  imbued  with  democratic  and  socialistic 
ideals,  and  thrones  and  royalties  have  never  aroused 
in  me  the  enthusiasm  they  inspire  in  thousands  of 
tuft-hunting  Americans.  But  from  the  purely  human 
point  of  view  I  object  to  a  creature  such  as  you 
slandering  so  honourable  and  generous  a  man  as  the 
German  Emperor.  His  Christianity,  his  deep  piety  and 
his  clean,  open  character  as  well  as  his  passionate 
love  of  peace,  are  beyond  the  aspersions  of  such  as 
you.     Had    not    war-madness    and    the   blood-dripping 
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press  destroyed  all  sense  of  values  in  our  country — you 
would  have  been  hooted  out  of  society — even  if  the 
Kaiser  had  been  all  that  you  falsely  insinuate  him  to  be. 
There  is  no  opportunity  you  miss  for  inciting  hatred 
against  the  great  people  among  whom  you  chose  to 
live  for  over  fourteen  years.  There  is  no  Entente  lie 
of  the  beastliest  press  that  ever  disgraced  civilization,  no 
ancient  backwoods  prejudice  which  you  do  not  rake 
up,  no  simple  fact  that  you  do  not  poisonously  distort. 
The  Germans  keep  the  old  treaty  made  with  America 
in  the  time  of  Frederick  the  Great  merely  because 
there  were  more  Germans  in  America,  than  Americans 
in  Germany — otherwise  it  would  have  been  a  scrap  of 
paper  like  the  Belgian  one,  etc.  Among  your  reasons 
for  leaving  Berlin  you  declare  that  the  sinking  of  the 
"Lusitania"  in  the  Spring  of  1915  caused  you  to  be 
revolted  with  such  a  barbarous  nation  and  its  sanctioning 
of  such  a  "hideous  form  of  warfare."  Your  noble 
moral  indignation  is  most  edifying, — even  as  conventional 
and  unclean  propaganda.  You  might  have  made  it 
somewhat  more  effective  had  you  been  able  to  rise  to 
the  heights  of  mentioning  the  dastardly  English  war 
of  starvation — so  valiantly  assisted  by  the  humanitarian 
Britlings  in  Washington.  Your  secondary  excuse  that 
the  food  shortage  caused  you  to  leave  Germany  is  ob- 
viously false,  for  persons  commanding  your  income  were 
little  incommodated.  No  word  of  pity  for  the  many 
millions  of  the  underfed,  nor  of  the  countless  numbers 
who  perished  as  a  result  of  England's  war  against  the 
helpless  and  the  young,  ever  crosses  your  lips. 

If  the  perfectly  rightful  and  justifiable  sinking  of  the 
gigantic  murder  junk  "Lusitania"  sickened  you  with 
Germany  and  the  Germans,  why  did  you  not  remain  in 
America  in    the    summer  of  1915?     You   should   have 
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Been  thankful  to  have  been  able  to  eseape  with  your 
naked  life  from  such  a  barbaric  country.  And  you 
should  have  scorned  to  take  a  single  pfennigs  of  the 
money  of  this  savage  nation  or  its  rulers.  Instead  of 
that  you  returned  to  Germany  in  the  autumn  of  1916, 
ready  to  rake  in  further  royal  fees. 

Your  moral  instincts  and  principles  being  what  they 
are,  it  is  possible  that  in  your  crooked  and  bewildered 
brain  it  might  suffice  to  declare  that  you  returned  to 
Germany  with  the  intention  of  spying  and  with  the 
hope  of  harming  Germany,  a  country  from  which  you 
had  received  nothing  but  benefit.  Indeed,  you  intimate 
as  much,  and  declare  that  later  this  determined  you  to 
return  to  the  States.  With  comic  self-importance  you  had 
become  convinced  that  the  wonderful  secrets  and  great 
plots  which  your  imperial  patient  had  confided  to  you 
during  the  process  of  filling  a  molar  or  doctoring  a  cavity, 
should  be  communicated  to  your  government  now  that 
Germany  had  become  the  "open  enemy"  of  America. 
You,  the  secret,  little  sneaking  enemy,  now  rose  to 
heroic  heights.  You  were  almost  ready  to  make  personal 
sacrifices,  but  your  inborn  American  money  instinct 
induced  you  to  sell  your  imperial  Dental  Practice  at  a 
high  figure,  and  then  to  betray  the  purchaser  as  you 
had  betrayed  the  patron.  The  money  of  that  patron, 
of  course,  you  packed  back  with  you  to  Mammon's 
Own  Country. 

To  one  with  your  rudimentary  conceptions  of  right 
and  wrong,  clean  and  unclean,  it  is  necessary  to  point 
out  that  if  you  had  been  a  man  of  honour  and  principle, 
you  would  have  told  the  Emperor  straight  to  his  face 
why  you  were  returning  to  America.  That  was  the 
only  thing  a  man  of  honour  would  have  done — the 
only  thing   a   man    would   have   done.     But  you    were 
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bound  to  be  true  to  ycur  nature,  and  the  base  metal  was 
bound  to  show.  And  so  you  acted  the  part  of  a  moral 
crook,  a  despicable  informer,  sycophant,  slanderer, 
eavesdropper,  spy  and  general  blackguard — there  are 
few  terms  in  the  vocabulary  of  lower  and  meaner  vices 
v/hich  do  not  apply  to  a  creature  such  as  you  have 
publicly  and  with  stupid  shamelessness  proclaimed  your- 
self to  be.  And  during  all  the  years  before  the  war 
you  boasted  of  being  the  Emperor's  dentist,  nor  could 
you  make  enough  of  it  in  a  professional,  social  and 
financial  way — to  the  envy  of  the  rest  of  your  profes- 
sional brothers.  Nor  must  it  be  forgotten  that  you  had 
solemnly  promised  your  fellow  American  dentists  in 
Berlin  that  you  would  not  say  a  word  respecting 
politics  on  your  arrival  in  America.  Had  the  war  not 
broken  out,  there  is  no  doubt  that  you  would  have 
clung  to  the  patronage  of  Kaiser  Wilhelm  to  your  last 
days  and  that  you  would  have  esteemed  him  to  be 
the  greatest  and  noblest  man  of  his  time. 

The  servants' stair  gossip  which  you  retail  of  the  German 
royal  family  and  aristocracy,  you  consider  "valuable" 
as  helping  America  to  gauge  the  German  point  of  view. 
It  is  in  reality  nothing  but  pointless,  haphazard  talk, 
or  deliberate  invention,  or  distortion — as  when  you 
wilfully  garble  the  Emperor's  meaning  in  the  phrase 
"America  will  be  punished,"  —  to  give  ignorant  minds 
the  impression  that  the  Kaiser  meditated  an  attack. 
There  was  indeed  a  vast  field  for  an  honest  man  to 
help  truth  to  attain  a  hearing  in  the  United  States, 
and  had  you  had  the  mental  honesty  and  the  moral 
courage,  you  would  on  the  strength  of  your  long 
residence  among  the  kindly  and  highly-cultured  German 
people,  have  done  something  to  dispel  the  black  murk 
of  ignorance  in  America. 
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Many  accomplished  German  physicians  have  gone  to 
America  for  the  same  reason  that  you  came  to  Germany — 
to  make  money— but  had  they  not  become  citizens  of 
the  land  where  they  were  making  their  living,  what 
disapproval  they  would  have  drawn  upon  themselves 
in  peace,  and  what  cowardly  persecutions  they  would 
have  suffered  during  the  war!  In  Germany  you  and 
all  other  Americans  remained  unmolested,  for  the  ethics 
of  the  German  people  are  somewhat  higher  than  the 
Hottentotish  morale  of  our  yellow  press  and  our  mindless 
mobs.  No  one  forced  nor  expected  you  to  become 
a  German  citizen;  — nevertheless  you  enjoyed  all  the 
privileges  of  the  German  citizen,  and  no  word  of  in- 
sult or  reproach  was  levelled  at  you. 

You  write  "the  Kaiser  had  become  an  enemy  of 
America.  I  could  not  help  feeling  that  what  I  knew 
of  this  monarch  who  had  arrayed  himself  against  the 
whole  world,  ought  without  question  to  be  conveyed 
to  those  who  were  guiding  the  destinies  of  my  country 
in  the  great  conflict  which  will  decide  whether  auto- 
cracy or  democracy  shall  control  the  world."  Well 
have  you  learned  to  gabble,  (if  the  words  be  your  own), 
the  horrible  official  cant  and  hypocrisy  with  which 
Anglo-American  imperialism  has  hidden  its  criminal 
designs  against  the  life  of  a  great  and  wronged  people. 
But  as  I  have  already  said,  your  vanity  and  pompous 
self-importance  are  too  great  to  enable  you  to  conceal 
your  true  motives  or  give  an  air  of  plausibility  to  your 
pretenses  -  as  a  more  astute  scoundrel  might  have  done. 
I  believe  that  what  makes  you  so  despicable  is  that 
you  are  unable  to  conceal  the  fact,  try  as  you  may 
in  your  clumsy  windings,  that  you  are  lying  and  that 
you  are  azuare  that  you  are  lying.  And  so  it  must 
needs  be  in  the  nature  of  things. 
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You,  perhaps  better  than  anyone,  know  that  the 
Kaiser  had  always  been  a  sincere  friend  of  America's 
and  that  he  strove  to  the  utmost  to  retain  our  fickle 
and  treacherous  friedship.  That  nothing  was  farther  from 
his  wishes  than  to  become  the  enemy  of  America, 
until  Wilsonian  dishonesty  and  Wilsonian  bullying  made 
war  inevitable.  No  one  better  than  you,  who  lived  in 
Germany  so  long  before  and  during  the  war,  could 
know  the  monstrous  injustice  perpetrated  against 
Germany  by  the  autocracy  and  plutocracy  of  America. 
No  one  could  know  or  should  know  better  than  you 
the  criminal,  unutterable  idiocy  of  such  a  charge  as 
that  the  Kaiser  arrayed  himself  against  the  world.  The 
mere  assumption  of  such  a  thing,  especially  in  view  of 
Emperor  William's  deeply  religious  love  of  peace,  ought 
to  damn  a  man  to  the  mental  level  of  a  voodoo-wor- 
shipping black.  The  "great  conflict"  as  every  sane 
man  can  see,  is  for  the  control  of  the  world  by  the 
Anglo-Saxon  money  trust. 

The  political  backwardness  of  the  German  people 
before  the  war  is  not  altogether  to  be  regretted,  for 
after  all  this  is  a  better  and  a  finer  thing  than  the 
corruption,  and  hatred,  and  press-ridden  slavery  of  vast, 
half-educated  mobs  under  the  dominance  of  criminal 
lawyers,  demagogues  and  puritanical,  tyrannical  profes- 
sors. Progressive  democracy  in  New  Germany  is  striving 
nobly  to  attain  results  which  will  not  lead  to  such 
hideous  failures  in  popular  government  as  characterize 
the  so-called  democratic  governments  of  England, 
France  and  America. 

Naturally  to  emphasize  your  importance  and  to  play 
to  the  gutter  and  the  gallery  among  your  readers, 
you  must  needs  show  yourself  in  the  role  of  His  Majesty 
the  American   citizen,— of   course  the  Anglo-American 
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with  all  the  vices  of  his  forbears  coarsened  and  intens- 
ified. With  the  puppyish  petulance  of  a  certain  class 
of  American  tripper  abroad,  you  find  it  necessary  to 
complain  because  you,  the  wonderful  Arthur  N.  Davis, 
were  in  times  of  war,  obliged  to  endure  some  trifling- 
discomfort  whilst  travelling  to  Homburg  to  attend  the 
Kaiserin.  This  causes  you  to  whine  like  some  spoiled 
school-girl  instead  of  being  grateful  that  in  spite  of  your 
having  become  an  enemy  of  Germany's,  you  had  not 
lost  your  best-paying  royal  patron — thanks  to  the  uni- 
versal broad-mindedness  of  Germans,  high  and  low. 
Compare  this,  if  you  are  capable  of  forming  an  honest 
judgment,  with  the  mean  and  petty  narrow-mindedness 
of  the  Anglo-Saxon. 

At  the  outbreak  of  the  war  and  after  the  starting 
of  the  campaign  of  hatred  and  falsehood  against 
Germany  in  America,  German  and  German-American 
businessmen  and  tradesmen  there  lost  all  or  part  of 
their  Anglo-American  customers  for  no  other  reason 
than  that  they  or  their  parents  had  been  born  in 
Germany,  whatever  exemplary,  clean  and  valuable 
American  citizens  they  may  have  been.  German 
professional  men  and  women,  doctors,  teachers,  and 
artists,  suffered  the  same  fate  at  the  hands  of  a  element 
devoid  of  the  slightest  scintilla  of  a  sense  of  decency 
or   common  justice. 

As  a  proof  of  your  malicious  perversion  of  truth  I 
need  only  cite  your  use  of  that  stupid  and  intentionally 
false  translation  of  "Oberster  Kriegsherr"  as  the  melo- 
dramatic "Supreme  War  Lord" — a  phrase  garbled  and 
abused  by  the  canaille  of  the  press  long  before  the 
war,  but  none  too  stale  for  you  to  use,  if  it  will  but 
serve  your  unsavory  ends.  Conspicuous  too  is  your  pop- 
pinjay  vanity  and  snobbery  in  depicting  yourself  basking 
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in  the  sunshine  of  royal  favours.  It  is  "Davis,  this 
and  that,"  as  though  you  were  almost  as  important  as 
a  royal  butler  or  valet  and  entitled  to  be  treated  with 
the  same  familiarity.  Your  attempt  to  rouse  envy  in 
your  fellow-snobs  is  likewise  very  obvious.  What 
would  the  female  social  climbers  of  America  not  have 
given  to  have  seen  the  Kaiserin  and  spoken  to  her  as 
you  have  done.  On  all  fours  they  would  have  crawled 
to  win  such  favours! 

The  nastiness  of  your  venomous  little  soul  sends 
forth  its  stench  on  every  occasion  that  presents  itself 
for  twisting  or  falsifying  the  truth.  Because  the  Kaiser 
shows  uncommon  will-power,  nerve-control  and  self- 
discipline  against  pain  in  the  dentist's  chair,  he  must 
forsooth  be  a  cruel  and  hard-hearted  monster.  On  the 
other  hand  because  the  Crown  Prince,  like  thousands 
of  other  human  beings,  even  strong  men,  and  1  may 
include  myself,  shrinks  from  the  refined  torture  of  dental 
operations,  you  must  needs  call  him  "a  physical 
coward,"  in  order  to  fling  your  little  potful  of  oil  into 
the  fires  of  hatred  that  have  been  fanned  against  the 
son  of  the  Kaiser.  Seldom  have  stupidity  and  spite 
been  more  closely  united  than  in  these  emanations  of 
your  mind,  nothing  more  clearly  reveals  with  what  false 
measures  you  are  working — a  common  cheat,  dishonest 
to  the  core.  Nor  is  this  lessened  by  the  fact  that 
now  and  again  you  make  flattering  remarks  about 
the  Kaiser,  the  Kaiserin,  the  Crown  Princess,  the 
Kaiser's  daughter  and  certain  of  his  sons — in  a  grotesque, 
ostrich^like  attempt  to  prove  that  you  too  can  be  fair, 
and  in  order  that  the  lies  and  malignity  to  which  you 
give  utterance  should  find  relief. 

It  has  often  struck  me  that  in  insulting  the  Kaiser, 
the  Anglo-Saxon  dirt-flingers  are  insulting  one  who  is 

216 


at  least  partly  of  English  blood.  For  not  only  do  they 
insult  the  EngfUshwoman  who  was  his  mother,  but  they 
insult  their  own  nationality  through  her,  as  well  as 
the  concept  of  motherhood — for  which,  (quite  falsely), 
they,  the  Anglo-Saxons,  claim  to  possess  a  special  re- 
verence. 

Why  don't  you  give  the  names  of  the  four  American 
newspaper  correspondents  who  you  declare  "had  scoured 
Germany  from  one  end  to  another  to  another  to  find 
German  victims  whose  eyes  had  been  gouged  out  by  Bel- 
gian franc-tireurs  and  had  not  been  able  to  find  a  single 
case."  Of  the  four  American  newspapers  correspondents 
James  O'Donnel  Bennett,  Irwin  S.  Cobb  and  two  others 
who  scoured  all  Belgium  without  finding  a  single  case  of 
German  atrocity,  you  naturally  say  nothing.  Nor  of  the 
evidence  of  that  upright  and  fearless  man,  Consul  Robert 
J.  Thompson  who  also  uttered  his  indignant  protest 
against  the  Belgian  atrocity  liars.  Among  the  American 
newspaper  correspondents  in  Germany  there  were  a 
few  men  of  culture,  education  and  fair-mindedness. 
But  I  myself  am  able  to  assert  on  the  basis  of  personal 
experience  that  the  majority  of  them  were  morally  and 
mentally  rotten,  ill-bred  vulgarians,  dam-boys  and  hooli- 
gans of  the  press  of  the  cub-reporter  type  and  hope- 
lessly ignorant  of  the  language  and  country  about 
which  they  were  supposed  to  write.  No  one  has  a 
greater  respect  for  the  honorable  newspaperman  who 
is  conscious  of  his  obligations  to  the  truth  and  to  the 
public,  than  1  have.  And  yet  1  could  not  but  feel 
shame  to  see  the  low-class,  ill-bred  persons  whom  the 
leading  newspapers  of  the  United  States  saw  fit  to 
send  to  the  capital  of  a  highly-cultured  people  to  re- 
present them  and  America.  These  Cyril  Browns  and 
their  like  naturally  cared  nothing  for  truth  and  reported 
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only  what  they  were  ordered  to  report,  merely  to  be 
kept  on  the  payroll.  Had  your  alleged  reporters  been 
really  desirous  of  finding-  the  blinded  victims  of  the 
savage  and  degenerate  Belgian  assassins  and  viragoes, 
a  single  application  to  the  Surgeon-General  of  the 
German  Army  would  have  sufficed  to  produce  dozens 
of  authentic  victims. 

You  do  not  shrink,  Arthur  N.  Davis,  from  rehashing 
the  blackest  and  most  atrocious  atrocity  lies  concocted 
by  the  satanic  brains  of  the  Entente  "rabble-rousers." 
You  do  this  criminally  and  with  malice  aforethought 
in  order  to  hound  on  the  ignorant  to  fresh  paroxysms 
of  hatred  and  revenge.  You  do  this  out  of  the  utter 
corruption  of  your  heart  and  mind,  out  of  the  depths 
of  the  moral  nastiness  that  festers  in  you.  For  you 
know  that  when  you  write:  "According  to  reports  the 
activities  of  franc-tireurs  in  the  occupied  territories 
were  met  by  the  Germans  with  the  most  barbaric 
punishments,  crucifixion  and  similar  atrocities  being 
very  common,"  you  lie  in  the  very  depths  of  your 
heart,  the  very  top  of  your  cowardly  bent,  lie  shame- 
lessly, brutally,  wickedly,  even  in  the  evasive  form 
in  which  you  launch  your  slander.  And  it  is  the  same 
thing  with  your  calumnies  regarding  the  treatment  of 
Polish  estates  by  the  Germans.  "The  Russians  had 
kept  things  in  a  fine  condition  when  they  occupied 
them."  This  you  dare  to  state  in  the  face  of  the 
historic  fact  of  the  destruction  of  East  Prussia,  the 
ruthless  devastation  of  Poland,  Galicia  and  the  Buko- 
wina,  and  the  agonies  inflicted  upon  those  lands  by 
the  Russian  hordes!  There  is  scarcely  one  unclean  missile 
of  the  unspeakable  propaganda  of  falsehood  and  hate 
inaugurated  by  the  Entente  which  you  do  not  warm 
over  by  taking  it  into  your  mouth  and  spitting  it  forth 
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again,  against  the  ruler  and  the  people  who  gave  you 
your  bread  for  over  fourteen  years. 

The  brand  of  Judas  will  be  upon  you  to  your  grave — 
for  your  villainy  is  even  greater  than  at  first  sight 
appears.  For  it  is  common  knowledge  in  Berlin,  and 
has  been  reaffirmed  by  your  colleagues  as  well  as  by 
your  successor,  that  there  was  scarcely  an  occasion  on 
which  you  did  not  protest  your  devotion  to,  your 
boundless  admiration  for,  the  Kaiser.  "I  love,  I  worship 
that  man,"  you  were  wont  to  say,  even  during  the  war. 
Unless  here  too  you  played  the  hypocrite,  you  have 
sold  that  love  for  money,  like  the  veriest  prostitute, 
debased  the  one  spark  of  human  worth  that  might 
have  redeemed  you  from  utter  damnation.  To  vary 
a  familiar  quotation: 

"For  each  man  kills  the  thing  he  loves  — 

By  each  let  this  be  heard — 
The  brave  man  does  it  with  a  sword — 
The  coward  with  a  word." 

The  vile  book  which  you  conceived  out  of  the 
degradation  of  your  soul,  the  lies  and  calumnies  which 
like  a  poison-vending  quack,  you  peddled  abroad 
through  the  world,  will  yet  become  for  you  a  burning 
burden  of  shame,  a  document  of  deadly  self-exposure. 
The  price  of  your  prostitution,  the  price  paid  to  you 
in  your  greed  for  the  assassination  of  Love  and  Truth, 
will  hang  like  a  mill-stone  about  your  neck  to  your 
dying  day — every  dollar  of  it,  every  pound,  every  franc. 

The  mechanical  prestige  which  American  dentists 
enjoy  or  once  enjoyed,  has  suffered  through  the  loss 
of  moral  prestige  inflicted  by  the  caddishness  and 
malpractice  of  Arthur  N.  Davis.  What  other  courts 
and  centres  does  the  omnipresent  American  dentist 
not  frequent?     He  is  to  be  found  everywhere — in  the 
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Land  of  the  Rising  Sun,  as  well  as  the  Land  of  the 
Rising  Money  Pile.  Has  the  Mikado,  perchance,  an 
American  dentist  spy  attendant  upon  his  court?  If  so 
his  tongue  will  be  tied,  so  long  as  Japan  remains  the 
friend  of  England  and  America.  But  some  day  we 
may  expect  revelations  of  this  great  Oriental  potentate, 
this  semi-divine  emperor,  this  Son  of  God,  which  will 
utterly  cast  in  the  shade  the  scullion  efforts  of 
Arthur  N.  Davis.  World-convulsing  revelations  confided 
to  the  ear  of  the  court  tooth-leech  "betv/een  borings 
and  fillings."  Profound  secrets  of  state  entrusted  to 
the  moral  and  professional  honour  of  another  Davis, 
with  his  eye  upon  newspaper  royalties.  Another 
prophet  of  the  forceps  and  the  drill-engine  now  raking 
in  the  yerif  as  Davis  raked  in  the  marks,  will  arise  to 
declare,  at  so  much  per  word,  and  with  a  great  flourish 
of  noble  and  humanitarian  motives,  that  he  had  foreseen 
all  this — the  damnable  plot  hatched  by  the  Asiatics 
to  get  rid  of  their  Anglo-American  parasites  under 
the  cry  of  "Asia  for  the  Asiatics."  In  that  day  it  will 
be  as  fashionable  and  as  chivalrous  to  fKng  mire  at 
that  heathen  ruler,  the  Mikado,  as  it  is  today  to  fling 
it  at  that  Christian  gentleman,  the  Kaiser. 
The  moral  of  all  this  sordid  immorality  is: 

O  Monarch,  King,  Ruler,  Potentate  or  President 
v/herever  you  hold  sway,  beware  of  your  American 
Dentist.  Davis-like  he  will  surely  turn  upon  you, 
the  moment  things  begin  to  turn  against  you. 
His  heart  is  as  false  as  the  false  teeth  he  makes, 
his   ethics   are   as  rotten   as  the  caries   he  treats. 

Hamburg,  October  1918. 
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TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  "LIFE" 

AN  AMERICAN  SNUB  FOR  AN  ANGLO-AMERICAN 

SNOB 

n  American  friend  of  mine  at  the  Hague  was 
so  cruelly-kind  as  to  send  me  the  number 
which  you  perpetrated  on  July  4,  1918.  It 
reached  me  early  last  November  -the  most 
momentous  not  only  in  all  German  history,  but  in  the 
history  of  the  human  race  for  generations  to  come.  The 
9th  of  November  will  even  exceed  in  significance  the  4th 
of  July,  for  that  marked  the  birth  of  a  new  nation,  but 
the  9th  of  November  marks  the  death  of  an  old  and 
the  beginning  of  a  new  period.  It  marks  not  only  the 
birth  of  the  German  Republic,  but  let  us  hope — for 
we  can  only  hope  with  poor,  betrayed  humanity— the 
death  of  all  militarism,  navalism,  imperialism,  and  last 
but  not  least  of  these  plagues  of  civilization — criminal 
journalism. 

Criminal  journalism — that,  Sir,  is  the  category  in 
which  your  words  and  deeds,  as  manifested  by  the 
organ  you  publish,  have  placed  you  beyond  redemption. 
I  am  therefore  moved  to  speak  a  few  plain  and  simple 
words  with  you— no  doubt  you  will  find  them  strong  words. 
But  I  have  many  a  bone  to  pick  with  the  thugs  of 
American  journalism— and  the  bones  are  raw  and 
bloody — in  fact  they  are  human  bones — upon  which  the 
buzzards  and  hyenas  of  this  press  have  already  feasted. 
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For  over  thirty  years  I  had  been  a  constant  reader  and 
purchaser  of  Life,  and  have  passed  many  a  delig-htful 
idle  hour,  chuckling  over  the  jokes  and  drawings  in 
your  pages.  Your  humour  was  always  pleasant  and 
refined,  and  so  you  had  many  readers  in  the  best 
American  homes.  I  remember  that  the  sweet  16  year- 
old  daughter  of  one  of  my  friends  saved  all  her  candy 
money  in  order  to  subscribe  to  Life.  For  there  was 
nothing  in  your  pictures  or  print  which  "would  bring 
a  blush  to  the  cheek  of  innocent  maidenhood."  You 
were  quite  harmless.  I  know  that  Europeans,  accustomed 
to  real  satire,  to  biting  lampoons,  to  masterly  caricatures 
and  brilliant  literature,  would  sniff  at  this  school-girlish 
kind  of  humour,  but  it  suited  the  naive  American  mind 
very  well  — it  was  "nice"  and  lady-like  and  had  a  true 
society    air,    which    was    enough   to   make   it    popular. 

But  I  can  imagine  the  shock  that  your  many  good, 
refined  and  gentle  readers  must  have  had  when  the 
war  broke  out,  and  you  threw  off  the  mask  of  the  nice 
old  gentlemen  and  donned  that  of  the  professional 
blackmailer,  liar  and  defamer— the  tool  of  your  English 
masters.  In  a  trice  you  became  one  of  the  most 
insolent,  most  shameless  shouters  for  blood,  war  and 
murder.  I  am  not  squeamish,  and  in  public  polemics 
I  can  stand  strong  meat— and  blows,  too.  But  the 
smiles  with  which  I  had  formerly  greeted  your  paper, 
now  turned  to  curses  on  my  lips.  I  could  no  longer 
touch — much  less  read,  your  publication.  It  impressed 
me  as  something  physically  dirty — full  of  moral  putri- 
dity. I  doubt  whether  any  American  publication  ever 
dived  so  deeply  into  the  slimy  sea  of  hatred,  falsehood 
and  calumny,  as  did  your  paper.  Sir.  So!  this  was 
your  conception  of  Life,  of  American  patriotism,  this 
your  conception  of  decency,  truth  and  manliness!    The 
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thin  veneer  of  bogus  gentlemanliness  was  blown  off  in 
a  jiffy  and  there  you  stood,  the  undisguised  ruffian, 
armed  with  a  poisoned  dagger,  brass  knuckles  and  a 
bottle  of  vitriol.  You  became  the  hired  bravo  of 
British  interests,  a  pool  of  reeking  venom  the  fumes  of 
which  went  drifting  into  thousands  of  American  homes. 

Subsidies  and  sixpences — these,  of  course,  are  the 
secret  of  your  rapvturous  campaign  of  low  vilification. 
For  there  was  your  English  market  to  consider,  and 
the  catching  of  those  stray  sixpences.  And  all  the 
rank  and  sour  prejudices  of  the  snobbish  elements 
among  your  readers— whose  one  conception  of  Life 
was  the  High  Life  of  England—  the  climbers  and  Anglo- 
maniac  parasites. 

One  day  in  October  1914,  I  happened  to  be  in  the 
reading-room  of  one  of  my  clubs,  and  listlessly  picked 
up  a  file  of  Life.  I  turned  over  page  after  page  of 
vicious  scurrility,  of  outrageous  falsehood,  of  mean 
and  cowardly  defamation,  and  every  drop  of  my  German 
blood  began  to  boil  at  the  dastardly  insults  your 
periodical  dared  to  offer  to  your  German-born  fellow- 
citizens,  to  the  thousands,  nay,  millions  of  Americans 
who  cherished  loving  and  tender  memories  of  the  days 
of  their  childhood  or  their  youth,  as  spent  in  their  dear 
old  Fatherland.  The  mere  idea  of  openly  insulting  all 
Americans  of  German  blood,  that  element  in  our  national 
life  which  has  been  the  cleanest,  the  most  orderly,  the 
most-law-abiding,  the  most  self-sacrificing  in  the  matter 
of  national  interests,  (as  during  the  Civil  War),  was 
in  itself  so  foul  and  dastardly  that  only  a  moral  cretin 
could  have  imagined,  much  less  carried  it  out.  But 
there  were,  apparently  no  depths  to  which  you  and 
your  masters  (whom  I  include  in  my  indictment)  could 
not  sink.     Carried   away   by  rage    and    disgust,   I  tore 
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out  the  foulest,  most  offensive  pictures — for  I  resolved 
then  and  there  that  some  day  I  would  call  you  to 
account  for  your  caddishness  and  your  moral  depravity. 

I  considered  these  things  as  personal  insults,  and  no 
man  has  ever  insulted  me  without  being  called  to  ac- 
count. It  may  have  been  against  the  house  rules  to 
mutilate  periodicals.  But  the  numbers  were  old  and  I 
knew  that  they  would  soon  be  sent  to  some  charity 
institution — the  less  filth  of  this  kind  the  inmates  were 
forced  to  feed  upon — the  better  for  their  minds  and 
morals. 

My  expurgation  of  your  pages  did  not  remain  un- 
noticed—was it  some  British  spy  or  merely  some  pro- 
British  Anglomaniac  who  thought  it  his  business  to 
protect  such  printed  swinishness  which  the  club  should 
by  right  have  refused  admission  to  its  library?  In  the 
course  of  a  week  or  so  I  received  notice  to  appear 
before  the  Board  of  Governors  to  defend  myself  against 
breaking  one  of  the  house  rules.  I  provided  myself 
with  several  of  your  most  virulent  issues  and  I  made 
my  appearance  before  that  Committee. 

I  explained  to  these  gentlemen  my  deep-rooted 
repugnance  to  the  criminal  blackguardism  of  Life.  I 
showed  them  how  its  crusade  of  hate  against  all  things 
German  was  helping  to  shake  the  foundations  of  civic 
peace  in  our  land — which  owed  so  much  to  German  brain 
and  brawn  and  blood.  I  told  them  that  such  a  rabid 
malevolent  sheet  as  yours  was  a  breeder  of  hatred, 
falsehood  and  crime  -  and  that  it  should  be  barred  from 
every  decent  club  and  family  in  the  land!  I  was  car- 
ried away  by  a  v/ave  of  fiery  protest  and  indignation. 
Much  to  my  satisfaction,  that  Board  of  Governors 
listened  to  my  representations  with  keen  interest  and 
obvious  sympathy.    They  nodded  their  approval  of  my 
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indictment  and  one  of  then  even  remarked  aloud:  "That 
is  so!"  This  Committee  consisted  entirely  of  native- 
born  Americans.  My  apologies  were  courteously  ac- 
cepted as  well  as  my  voluntary  offer  to  replace  the 
damaged  copies. 

I  will  now  make  a  brief  survey  of  this  number,  this 
Fourth  of  July  number  which  has  fallen  into  my  hands. 
I  will  omit  the  cheap  and  sterile  slavishness  with  which 
you  "adapt"  yourself  to  English  originals  such  as 
Punch,  the  blithering  vulgarity  which  screams  through 
the  thin  pretense  of  "real  Americanism"  with  which  you 
deck  your  tatooed  soul  (cross-barred  with  the  Union 
Jack);  and  I  will  pick  you  to  pieces  upon  several  counts 
and  leave  you  dangling  in  all  your  ugliness  in  the 
pillory  I  have  devised  for  such  as  you. 

"No  longer  friends"-  is  the  title  given  to  the  drawing 
on  the  cover.  A  nice  little  American  boy  is  represented 
by  your  artist  as  holding  the  American  flag  in  his  left 
hand  and  a  toy  pistol  in  his  right — the  latter  pointed 
at  his  pet  dachshund.  Thus  even  into  the  soul  of 
childhood  you  instill  hatred-  and  incidentally  cruelty 
to  animals — for  moral  criminals  are  usually  incapable  of 
analyzing  the  effect  of  their  words,  actions  or  drawings. 
The  picture  appears  harmless,  but  it  is  compact  of  the 
same  low  sense  of  responsibility  and  moral  decency 
which  characterizes  most  of  the  other  drawings  in  this 
and,  surely  all  other  issues  of  your  weekly — before  and 
after  America  entered  the  war.  And  it  is  compact  of 
the  same  silliness  which  tends  to  make  real  patriotism 
ridiculous.  For  what  has  the  shadow  of  Washington 
which  decorates  the  wall  behind  the  boy,  got  to  do 
with  the  heroic  feat  of  this  child  shooting  a  poor  little 
dachshund?  If  you  or  your  artist  were  capable  of  a 
bit   of   lucid,    historical   thought,   it  would   be   clear  to 
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you  that  the  drag-g-lng  of  Washington  into  such  a  picture 
is  the  acme  of  bad  taste  and  stupidity,  if  not  worse. 
For  when  Washington  became  the  Father  of  our 
country,  the  American  boys  of  that  date  who  were 
grown  up,  were  shooting  at  the  British  red-coats  whom 
the  King  George  of  that  date  had  shipped  over  to 
keep  Americans  as  serfs  in  EngHsh  chains. 

At  that  time  Washington  and  his  revolutionary  army 
were  receiving  the  whole-hearted  help  of  General  von 
Steuben  and  other  German  heroes  — men  who  once 
gave  their  best  that  the  young  Republic  might  live  — 
and  have  a  national  holiday  to  celebrate  on  the  4  th 
of  July.  Had  degenerate  Americans  such  as  you,  Sir, 
and  the  other  jackals  and  coyotes  of  our  spineless  and 
servile  American  press  of  today,  had  their  way  in 
1776,  as  they  have  had  it  during  the  war  just  passed, 
there  would  have  been  no  independence  for  America, 
no  United  States,  and  George  Washington  would  have 
been  held  up  to  the  obloquy  of  generations  as  a  petty 
rebel  leader  and  a  human  fiend  incarnate — according 
to  the  best  traditions  of  English  defamation. 

I  will  pass  over  the  merely  silly,  over  that  nauseating 
mixture  of  sex,  society  and  playing  at  war  of  a  set  of 
people  satiated  with  luxury  and  seeing  in  the  fathomless 
misery  of  Europe  only  an  opportunity  for  sport  and 
the  new  sensation  of  wearing  military  uniforms — male 
and  female. 

Page  8.  Life's  Fresh  Air  Fund.  A  commendable 
enterprise — collecting  money  in  order  to  give  the  children 
of  the  proletariat  poor  a  little  fresh  air  and  good  food. 
I  wonder  whether  the  thought  ever  crossed  your  mind 
of  the  millions  of  young  children  of  Germany's  proletariat 
poor,  doomed  before  the  eyes  of  their  unhappy  parents 
to  the  wasting  tortures  of  slow  starvation— the  myriads 
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oi  emaciated  little  bodies,  pale  gaunt  cheeks  and  out- 
stretched hunp;-ry  hands — the  everlasting,  unceasing 
chorus  of  that  most  terrible  sound  — the  crying  of  a 
hungry  child — perhaps  a  fatherless  one—  hungry  because 
such  Americans  as  you  condoned  England's  infamous 
and  murderous  hunger  blockade — the  most  infernal  and 
barbarous  atrocity  and  the  vastest  which  Anglo-Saxon 
savagery  could  devise.  Where  were  your  pleas  for 
these  thousands  of  slaughtered  innocents— you  who 
slubbered  week  after  week  over  the  few  "women  and 
children"  incidentally  drowned  in  ships  traversing  the 
war  area,  against  repeated  warnings?  You  condoned, 
nay,  1  am  certain  that  you  delighted  in  the  deliberate 
murder  which  furthered  England's  cause,  though  there 
was  nothing  too  base  for  your  cartoonists  to  inflict  upon 
the  heroic  men  who  were  trying  to  break  the  English 
tyranny  of  the  seas  for  the  liberation  of  the  world,  and 
to  give  the  brutal  starver-out  a  taste  of  his  own  medicine. 

Page  9.  The  average  American's  idea  of  war — pathos, 
parade,  pretty  girls  and  pugilism,  inculcated  by  organs 
like  Life.  It  would  be  interesting  to  hear  what  the 
wretched  victims  who  were  flung  into  the  hell  of  the 
battle-front,  would  say  to  this. 

Page  10.  More  pugilism.  Glorified  portraits  of  two 
national  heroes — the  blasphemous,  obscene  Billy  Sunday, 
and  John  D.  Rockefeller,  the  saint  of  the  Mammonists, 
to  whom  incense  is  burned  forever  and  before  whose 
feet  Life  and  its  like  grovel  belly-wise. 

Page  11.  Mild  sex  interest— Gibson  "gurl."  Car- 
toonist's idea  of  a  German  general  tearing  a  copy  of 
Life.  Oh  no,  my  good  man,  the  Germans  merely 
recorded  these  pictorial  atrocities  in  their  numberless 
war  museums,  as  curious  excrescences  of  the  mentality 
of  their  enemies. 
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Pagfe  13.  Cartoonist's  idea  of  a  German  professor, 
evidently  derived  from  the  10  cent  variety  stage. 

Page  14.  A  "joke"  which  reveals  the  journalistic 
savage  in  all  the  raw  brutality  of  his  nature.  Truly  a 
document  of  the  Kru-boy  Kultur  of  Life  and  its  editor. 
An  unhappy  "German  spy"  (and  an  impossible  one)  is 
depicted  laden  with  heavy  chains.  A  grinning  sentry 
stands  beside  him  and  is  saying:  "Cheer  up,  Fritz. 
I've  just  been  lookin'  at  the  sunrise,  an  ye  couldn't 
wish  for  a  finer  one  to  be  shot  at."  It  would,  no  doubt 
be  impossible  to  analyze  for  the  artist  who  conceived 
this  atrocity  of  inhuman  sentiment,  the  editor  who 
approved  it,  and  the  persons  who  find  something  to 
laugh  at  in  a  joke  of  that  kind,  the  full  dastardliness 
of  this  bit  of  bestiality.  I  will  not  attempt  it — but  will 
merely  remark  that  by  comparison  the  ghoul  that  robs 
graves  or  the  cannibal  howling  and  dancing  about  his 
intended  victim  show  up  a  little  less  black. 

Page  15.  Serio-comic,  would-be  heroic  picture  of 
magazine-cover  "pritty  gurl"  manfully  shouldering  a  gun 
and  going  forth  with  Father  Time  and  multitudes  of 
husky  American  soldiers  to  obtain  a  glorious  victory 
over  a  war-spent,  weary  army  which  for  some  four  years 
had  been  fighting  against  ten-fold  odds.  Further 
comment  superfluous. 

Page  17.  A  Yahoo-yokel's  idea  of  how  Germans 
would  play  base-ball.  Damns  the  victim  of  the  atrocity 
lies  who  contrived  it. 

Page  18.  Very  impressive  double  page  cartoon.  Noble 
Allies  evidently  surprised  at  a  love  feast  by  apparition 
of  "German  menace"  in  skies  (Wagnerian  opera  type). 
Uncie  Sam  still  clutching  napkin  and  striking  theatrical 
attitude.  France,  John  Bull  and  Italy  horror-stricken. 
Title  "Another  Visit  Unless  the  Job  is  Finished  Now." 
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The  inclusion  of  Italy,  England  and  Uncle  Sam  as 
"attacked"  parties  is  particularly  original  from  an 
historic  point  of  view — France,  of  course,  itching  for 
war  and  revenge  for  over  40  years,  has  a  right  to 
consider  herself  "attacked,"  An  excellent  lie  in  line, 
devised  to  frighten  the  untutored  American  with  the 
spectre  of  a  German  invasion — as  the  untutored  Briton 
had  been  frightened  by  the  same  lies. 

Page  20.  A  hooligan  artist's  version  of  Emperor  Karl 
as  an  American  tramp  — source,  if  not  ignorance,  in- 
scrutable. Indecent  gloating  over  the  starvation  of  two 
great  nations. 

But  enough  of  this  vicious  and  criminal  rubbish  — 
this  humour  inspired  by  inhumanity,  this  self-exposure 
of  the  unlicked  savage,  this  revelation  of  caddishness, 
cowardice,  scurrility  and  downright  stupidity.  The 
morahty  and  the  mentality  it  reveals  would  furnish  rich 
^  material  to  pathologists.  I  am  sickened  to  the  soul  by 
this  mass  of  brutality  in  black  and  white,  this  mean 
depravity,  war-rooting  and  blackguardism  in  prose 
and  worse. 

It  is  possible,  if  improbable,  that  even  for  you.  Sir, 
the  day  will  come  when  you  will  sweat  v/ith  shame 
over  what  you  have  perpetrated  in  the  pages  of  Life 
during  the  war — the  heaps  of  dirt  you  gathered  unto  your- 
self and  multiplied,  and  spread  throughout  our  land.  The 
clean  American  will  turn  in  disgust  from  you,  and  future 
generations  will  be  appalled  to  discover,  "in  the  files," 
how  low  the  press  of  their  forbears  could  sink  during 
a  war  whose  real  inception,  and  whose  real  histoiy  will 
by  that  time  have  been  made  clear. 

You  are  the  Life  that  is  Death— you  are  the  Life 
that  is  a  Lie. 

Hamburg,  Dec.  9,   1918. 
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^  ^  ^  ^  * 

TO  WOODROW  WILSON, 

AN  ADDRESS  ON  THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY,  1919 

|n  this  day,  the  anniversary  of  our  American 
independence,  a  day  which  up  to  its  re- 
currence in  1915,  I  had  always  held  in 
iSSS  highest  reverence,  I  am  moved  to  address 
to  you  these  words  of  flaming-  protest  against  the 
desecration  you  have  committed  upon  the  spirit  of 
our  Declaration  of  Independence.  Today  the  memory 
of  George  Washington,  the  Father  of  our  Country,  will 
be  held  dear  by  good  Americans  the  whole  world 
over.  And  the  day  will  come  when  good  Americans 
the  whole  world  over  will  execrate  your  memory  as 
the  defamer  of  our  good  name  on  June  the  29th,  in 
the  year  1919. 

It  was  on  that  day  that  you  signed  away  the  honour 
of  your  country.  The  curses  of  millions  of  Europeans 
followed  you  when  you  left  the  shores  of  this  unhappy 
continent  on  the  following  day.  Whilst  I  am  writing 
these  lines  you  are  luxuriously  speeding  upon  the  high 
seas  upon  the  "George  Washington,"  one  of  those 
superb  steamers  which  were  the  pride  of  German  ship- 
building and  which  Germans  had  named  in  honour  of 
the  greatest  of  Americans,  little  dreaming  that  this 
vessel,  like  so  many  others,  would  one  day  be  stolen 
from  them  by  one  of  the  basest  of  Americans.     Well 
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might  even  the  most  cynical  robber  of  undefended 
property,  the  most  brutal  receiver  of  stolen  goods, 
have  forborne  to  set  foot  upon  such  a  vessel  bearing 
such  a  name  — under  such  circumstances!  In  the  hold 
of  this  unfortunate  desecrated  ship  are  stowed  away 
many  priceless  souvenirs  which  have  been  bestowed 
upon  you  and  your  wife  by  the  smiling  leaders  of  the 
Entente.  Well  might  they  smile,  for  the  gifts  though 
priceless,  had  not  been  without  their  price.  It  was  a 
price  paid  by  the  American  People.  They  paid  for  it 
in  lives,  with  the  blood  of  their  sons,  so  that  French 
and    English    Imperialism    and   Capitalism    might    live. 

Half  the  American  fleet  which  now  in  Britain's  eyes 
will  take  the  place  of  the  sunken  German  navy,  is 
steaming  eastward  to  meet  your  ship,  and  soon  that 
tune  whose  horrible  irony  neither  you  nor  your  poor, 
misguided  dupes  seem  able  to  grasp,  will  be  roaring 
through  the  streets  of  the  American  cities,  "See  the 
Conquering  Hero  Comes!" 

Woodrow  Wilson,  the  Accursed,  may  you  be  trebly 
damned!  I  feel  almost  as  though  this  were  a  personal 
affair  between  you  and  me,  because  of  the  crimes  you 
have  committed  in  the  name  of  Peace  and  the  good- 
will of  mankind.  I  still  seem  to  feel  with  a  shudder 
the  moisture  of  that  cold,  clammy  hand  you  gave  me 
years  ago  when,  as  a  vote-cadging  politician,  you  ex- 
tended it  to  all  men  who  crossed  your  path.  I  still 
seem  to  feel  the  gleam  of  your  cold  and  soulless 
eyes  bent  upon  me,  — the  man  with  a  vote  to  bestow, — 
and  the  unmagnetic  tone  of  your  harsh,  dry  voice. 
For  in  those  days  you  were  still  a  tyro  in  politics  and 
as  a  man  and  leader  you  lacked  those  qualities  which 
inspire  the  love  and  confidence  of  others.  You  failed 
to  win  my   confidence   in   that    now  distant  day,  and  I 
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have  often  thought  how  little  the  nations  whom  you 
managfed  to  deceive  by  the  arrant  hypocrisy  of  your 
high-sounding-  phrases,  would  have  believed  in  you  had 
their  people  been  able  to  meet  you  but  once — face  to 
face.  Had  all  those  multitudes  of  misled  men  and 
women  v/ho  believed  in  your  apostolic  Fourteen  Points, 
been  able  to  look  you  in  the  eyes  but  once,  as  I 
have  looked  into  your  eyes,  they  would  never  have 
trusted  you. 

It  is  now  a  year  since,  in  great  agony  of  mind  I 
wrote:  "Wilson  My  Assassin!"  How  well  1  judged  you 
then!  For  you  have  proved  to  be  the  assassin  of  the 
whole  German  People,  the  betrayer  of  all  humanity, 
of  the  millions  who  had  believed  your  promises  and 
v.'ho  had  hoped  that  with  the  signing  of  peace,  a 
new  era  of  true  Christianity  would  be  ushered  in. 

You  had  many  sincere  and  devoted  friends  in  Germany. 
They  believed  in  you  implicitly  for  what  you  professed 
to  be  in  the  days  of  Germany's  most  glorious  victories 
— victories  achieved  not  merely  by  force,  but  by  the 
holiest  sacrifices  which  a  people  could  make  upon  the 
altars  of  patriotism.  They  overlooked  even  the  rank 
unneutrality  of  your  conduct  which  should  have  warned 
them  of  your  innate  dishonesty. 

Once  again,  during  the  days  of  the  November 
Revolution,  after  the  collapse  of  German  militarism 
under  the  combined  militarism  of  the  world,  many 
millions  of  Germans  turned  to  you  in  their  thoughts. 
For  they  had  fulfilled  their  part  of  the  Great  Pact  — the 
Pact  you  had  made  with  them,  the  solemn  promise  you 
had  given  them  that  once  they  had  freed  themselves 
from  their  feudal  masters,  you  would  prove  that  you 
were  their  sincere  friend.  It  was  pitiful  to  see  how 
the  simple-minded  common  people  believed  in  you,  nor 
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had  I  the  courage  to  rob  them  of  their  faith  and  tell 
them  that  they  were  deceived  in  you.  For,  after  all, 
I  wished  to  give  you  the  benefit  of  the  doubt.  Why 
should  it  be  impossible  to  establish  a  world-peace  up6n 
the  basis  of  your  14  Points? 

I  remained  silent,  therefore,  and  refrained  from  all 
criticism.  From  all  sides — from  my  brothers,  my  friends 
and  acquaintances — I  was  forced  to  hear  such  remarks 
as  the  following:  "You  will  see  that  you  have  misjudged 
Wilson.  He  will  see  to  it  that  we  obtain  a  just  and 
fair  peace!" 

I  made  no  reply,  but  waited,  waited,  waited.  And 
then  behind  closed  doors  at  Versailles  the  scenery  for 
the  greatest  spectacle  on  Earth,  the  great  tragedy  and 
farce  of  Peace,  was  set  up  by  the  four  greatest  im- 
presarios and  criminals  who  had  ever  acted  their  part 
behind  the  footlights  of  the  world's  stage. 

Ever  since  the  day  that  must  be  regarded  as  the 
German  4th  of  July,  the  9th  of  November,  1918,  I 
waited  patiently  to  hear  your  voice  bidding  the  German 
People  welcome  in  the  name  of  their  new-born  free- 
dom into  the  family  of  democratic  nations.  When  the 
Russian  People,  liberated  through  their  defeat  by 
Germany,  broke  their  imperial  chains,  you  and  all  your 
satellites  could  scarcely  find  sufficient  words  of  praise 
with  which  to  welcome  them.  This -despite  the  fact 
that  the  autocratic  Czar  and  all  the  reactionaiy  tyranny 
and  absolutism  which  he  represented,  had  been  glorified 
shortly  before  as  a  most  worthy  ally.  Here  was 
hypocrisy  that  would  have  damned  any  cause — if  the 
world  were  only  accustomed   to  think. 

True,  Germany  was  still  formally  an  enemy  of  the 
United  States,  but  the  German  People  had  surrendered 
upon  your  proposals.     They  were  awaiting  Peace,  and 
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nothing  could  have  hindered  you  from  addressing  your- 
self to  them,  as  you  had  done  indirectly  many  times 
during  the  war.  For  again  and  again  you  had  declared 
that  we  were  not  fighting  the  German  People,  but  only 
their  "masters."  You  had  broken  with  many  old 
traditions,  you  were  not  tied  down  by  precedents. 
You  were  going  to  do  undreamt-of  things — as  the  first 
American  President  who  had  ever  left  our  country  for 
Europe.  Against  the  deep,  sage  counsel  of  the 
founders  of  our  country,  you  were  going  to  plunge  the 
land  deeper  and  deeper  into  European  politics  and 
entangling  alliances.  You  and  you  alone  were  going 
to  dominate  the  entire  proceedings  at  the  Peace 
Conference. 

The  days  became  weeks  and  the  weeks  months,  and 
yet  no  word  reached  the  German  People  from  your 
lips.  And  my  well-founded  doubts  of  the  sincerity  and 
benevolence  of  your  intentions  towards  the  German 
People  became  stronger  every  day.  Since  you  were 
apparently  unable  to  find  suitable  words  of  welcome 
to  them  in  America,  I  assumed  that  you  might  have 
decided  to  address  yourself  to  them  after  your  arrival 
in  Europe. 

Then  came  your  triumphal  disembarkation  at  Brest 
on  December  13,  1918,  then  your  imperial  entry  and 
reception  in  Paris  by  the  politicians  and  the  people 
who  had  fought  "to  make  the  world  safe  for  democracy." 
Under  these  circumstances  you  might  almost  have  been 
forgiven  had  you  proffered  the  excuse  that  the  rush 
and  crush  of  gaiety  and  honours,  of  meeting  the 
"victors,"  and  the  rich  and  well-fed  had  caused  you  to 
forget  the  starving,  harried,  suffering  enemy.  It  was 
likewise  necessary  for  you  to  become  accustomed  to 
your   new   French   bed    in   the   Prince   Murat   Palais   at 
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Paris — no  mean  place  for  the  son  of  a  poor  clergyman 
and  the  "banner-bearer  of  democracy"  to  lay  his  head! 
Thomas  Jefferson! — Benjamin  Franklin! — once  our  re- 
presentatives in  Paris,  in  all  the  dignity  of  their  true 
manhood  and  democratic  simplicity — did  not  their  shades 
arise  before  your  eyes? 

The  thought  came  to  me  that  perhaps  you  were 
going  to  take  advantage  of  the  anniversary  of  the  birth 
of  Christ  to  announce  the  dawn  of  a  new  era,  or  the 
advent  of  the  new  year  by  sending  a  message  of  hope 
and    good-will    to    the    liberated    people    of  Germany. 

Then  you  felt  it  was  necessary  to  travel  about  and 
extend  the  tour  of  triumph  and  tribute-taking, — to  visit 
the  kingdoms  of  England,  Italy  and  Belgium  and  hob- 
nob with  kings.  There  was  no  time  nor  thought  for 
the  poor,  new-born  democracy.  You  were  also  careful 
to  avoid  the  cradle  of  European  democracy— Switzer- 
land— perhaps  because  its  liberties  were  born  of  one 
Wilhelm  Tell— a  German-Swiss? 

Then,  as  you  maintained  your  unaccountable  silence, 
with  never  a  word  for  the  victims  of  your  words,  the 
Germans  began  to  address  themselves  to  you,  and  a 
mighty  wave  of  open  letters,  addresses,  appeals, 
protests  and  arguments  went  forth.  I  wonder  how 
many  of  them  managed  to  reach  you,  or  how  many,  if 
any,  were  read?  At  the  suggestion  of  a  noted  German 
writer,  Herr  Otto  Ernst,  who  had  also  addressed  certain 
very  pertinent  lines  to  you  through  the  Hamburg  press, 
I  addressed  an  Open  Letter  to  you.  This  I  published 
as  a  paid  advertisement  in  the  advertising  columns  of 
the  Vorwdrts  of  December  29th,  1918,  and  in  the 
Deutsche  Allgemeine  Zeitung  of  January  2nd,  1919. 
Of  course  you  have  never  read  this  letter,  nor  ever 
heard    of    the  writer.     It    may    have    served   no   other 
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purpose  than  to  enable  the  Daily  Mail  to  commit  one 
of  its  shameless  forgeries  as  I  have  made  clear  in  my 
pamphlet,  "An  Open  Letter  to  an  Eng-lish  Officer." 
And  yet  to  me  that  letter  assumed  a  kind  of  historical 
importance  since  into  it  I  strove  to  put  all  that  I  felt 
mig-ht  help  the  cause  of  humanity.  This  letter  I  have 
republished  in  the  brochure  named  above — you  may 
find  it  edifying  to  read  in  the  light  of  your  gigantic 
failure,   your  betrayal  of  the  world. 

I  read  with  the  closest  aLtention  all  that  the  press 
at  my  disposal  published  about  you — your  movements, 
your  speeches,  etc.,  But  not  a  word  reached  the  German 
People  from  your  lips.  Once  again  your  human- 
itarianism  revealed  itself  as  hypocrisy,  once  again  it 
was  clear  that  the  v/ill  and  wishes  of  your  French  and 
English  masters  and  superiors  were  the  only  things  that 
determined  your  words  and  actions. 

The  German  People  waited,  hoped  and  suffered 
untold  and  unimaginable  agonies— whilst  you,  the 
Democrat,  the  Christian,  the  Pacifist,  the  Humanitarian, 
lived  like  an  emperor  of  feudal  times  and  accepted  the 
homage  of  kings,  of  demagogues  and  dictators,  and  of 
the  peoples  who  had  not  yet  penetrated  the  depths 
of  your  hypocrisy.  And  everywhere,  broadly  beaming, 
as  though  at  some  church  bazar,  Mrs.  Wilson  accomp- 
anied you,  participating  in  all  the  glories  and  gifts  of 
this  most  undemocratic  display.  I  have  often  been 
asked  what  induced  you  to  take  your  wife  with  you, 
like  some  provincial  tourist-tripper,  upon  an  occasion 
which  was  of  the  most  momentous  political  nature  and 
which  was  an  affair  for  men  alone.  I  .made  answer  to 
the  effect  that  they  could  have  little  idea  of  the  dynamic 
climbing  and  propulsive  power  of  a  certain  type  of 
American  woman  confronted  with  such  an  opportunity, 
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particularly  if  she  be  not  born  to  the  hig^hest  American 
social  standing.  By  this  exhibition  of  bad  taste  you 
aroused  the  derision  of  the  cultured  and,  as  the  highest 
representative  of  our  land,  exposed  it  to  unkind 
mockery. 

Then,  having  drunk  these  deep  draughts  of  triumph 
and  of  splendour,  you  went  back  to  America,  and  the 
misled  American  people  worshipped  you  as  their  peace 
prophet  and  with  you  all  those  easy,  opportunistic  war- 
heroes — and  wer*  unable  to  tell  the  bogus  from  the 
real.  Then,  having  strewn  sand  into  the  eyes  of  our 
people  once  more,  you  sped  back  to  France.  There 
you  and  the  other  three  conspirators  of  the  Big  Four, 
held  the  world  spell-bound  with  wonder  as  to  what 
was  going  on  at  the  Peace  Conference,  this  session 
of  political  crooks  and  cut-throats  conducted  behind 
closed  doors  in  the  most  secret  and  high-handed 
manner,  precisely  as  though  these  problems  and  quest- 
ions did  not  concern  the  great  masses  of  the  people, 
but  were   merely  the   private   interests  of  a   few  men. 

This  insolent  and  outrageous  procedure  after  your 
loud  and  frequent  protestations  demanding  an  open, 
public  diplomacy,  and  your  cheap  sneers  at  what  you 
called  the  secret  plottings  of  the  rulers  of  Germany, 
was  but  one  more  sign  of  the  absolute  moral  rout  of 
a  weak  man  abounding  in   strong  words. 

Then,  at  last  on  May  7  th,  followed  the  handing-over 
of  the  conditions  of  peace  to  the  German  delegation 
at  Versailles,  where  these  unfortunate  gentlemen  were 
exposed  to  the  full  rage  and  rigours  of  French  chivalry. 
With  what  theatrical  pomp  had  this  scene  in  which  all 
the  childish  vanity  and  petty  spite  of  the  French 
nature  came  to  the  surface,  been  arranged!  And  with 
what    cold    and   cynical    insolence    did    you,  Woodrow 
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Wilson,  dare  to  stand  there,  face  to  face  with  the  men 
you  had  betrayed,  face  to  face  with  the  hideous  wreckage 
and  mockery  you  and  the  other  butchers  of  your  "just 
and  generous  peace,"  had  made  of  the  hopes  of 
humanity!  Had  a  spark  of  shame  still  lived  in  your 
bosom  you  would  not  have  dared  to  show  your  face 
during  this  celebration  of  your  pitiful  defeat.  It  was 
you  who  stood  there  as  the  loser,  as  the  guilty  culprit 
at  the  bar,  and  Brockdorff-Rantzau  towered  above  you 
in  moral  grandeur  as  a  titan  towers  above  a  dwarf. 

No  one  who  happened  to  be  in  Germany  on  the 
day  these  murderous  peace-terms,  conceived  by  devils 
and  not  by  normal  human  beings,  were  published,  will 
ever  forget  the  terrible  bitterness,  rage,  sorrow,  disap- 
pointment and  pride  which  seized  upon  all  classes  of 
the  German  people.  And  yet  this  picture  would  be  in- 
complete should  I  fail  to  mention  those  selfish  and 
degenerate  Germans — the  dross  which  exists  in  all 
nations  and  which  had  made  itself  all  the  more  conspic- 
uous during  the  war — who  showed  not  the  slightest 
concern  for  the  agony  and  downfall  of  their  country, 
but  drank  and  danced  as  though  this  week  of  mourning 
were  a  national  festival,  instead  of  a  period  devoted  to 
the  grief  of  a  stricken  people.  It  was  said,  to  be  sure, 
that  these  excesses  were  merely  the  expression  of 
despair  and  desperation. 

But  these  were  also,  so  far  as  I  was  concerned,  days 
of  personal  triumph  which  I  would  rather  have  done 
without.  For  in  all  those  circles  in  which  I  had  been 
known  as  a  severe  Wilson-critic,  I  was  now  greeted 
as  something  in  the  nature  of  a  prophet,  for  events 
had  proved  that  I  was  right  in  my  just  estimation  of 
your  character.  I  had  always  contended  that  if  you, 
Woodrow  Wilson,    had    been    a    truly    great   man  you 

238 


would  have  shown  it  clearly  during-  the  first  year  of 
the  world  war  with  its  countless  opportunities  for  doings 
big  things,  for  paving  the  path  to  peace  and  under- 
standing and  leading  humanity  to  a  higher  moral  plane. 
But  you  failed  in  this,  the  most  glorious  opportunity 
ever  placed  within  the  reach  of  mortal  man.  You 
failed  ignominiously  because  true  greatness  did  not  lie 
in  you,  and  the  real  meanness  and  pettiness  of  your 
nature  soon  revealed  themselves. 

Woodrow  Wilson,  you  have  betrayed  the  trust  which 
millions  of  Germans,  which  millions  of  the  people  of 
other  lands  had  placed  in  you.  You  have  trampled 
upon  and  murdered  their  faith  in  humanity  and  justice 
and  manly  honesty.  The  moral  havoc  you  have  caused 
throughout  the  world  by  wrecking  your  ov/n  Fourteen 
Points  can  be  compared  only  to  that  which  has  been 
wrought  by  fire  and  sword  and  falsehood  during  the 
war.  A  mountain,  an  ocean  of  accusation  has  gathered 
itself  together  against  you,  and  will  overwhelm  and 
crush  you  in  horror  and  disgrace. 

It  is  not  the  purpose  of  this  paper  to  add  to  the 
innumerable  counts  of  the  awful  indictment  which 
humanity  is  preparing  against  you,  the  greatest  criminal 
of  the  Big  Four  and  the  group  of  dark  powers  and 
malefactors  behind  them.  I  intended  it  merely  as 
the  expression  of  an  Independence  Day  which  I  have 
celebrated  in  solitude  and  in  loneliness  of  spirit.  The 
spirit  of  American  Independence  which  I  have  won  and 
been  faithful  to  could  not  be  quelled  even  at  this  hour 
when  a  Presidential  salute  is  being  given  in  mid-ocean 
with  thousands  of  American  mariners  standing  at 
attention  to  celebrate  the  most  abject  defeat  ever 
suffered  by  a  great,  proud  and  powerful  people.  Let 
the   blinded   and   deluded   multitude   toss  its   caps  into 
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the  air  and  shout:  "Hail  to  the  Chief!"  I,  cleanei*  in 
my  Americanism  than  you  have  ever  been  or  could 
be,  slash  my  pen  across  that  lean  and  repellant 
countenance  of  yours,  and  tell  you  to  your  teeth:  "Be 
damned,  Woodrow  Wilson,  may  you  be  thrice  damned, 
you  who  have  proved  yourself  a  traitor  to  the  noblest  of 
American  traditions  and  ideals  and  to  all  human  in- 
terests and  aspirations." 

Let  poor,  unhappy  Continental  Europe,  famished  and 
bleeding,  set  up  her  own  Day  of  Independence  and 
fix  this  upon  the  30th  of  June,  the  day  on  which  you, 
her  tyrant,  left  for  America.  It  was  on  this  day  that 
E.  D.  Morel,  that  great  Englishman  and  true  humanit- 
arian, wrote,  "Wilson  is  today  the  most  abject  human 
figure  in  all  the  world!" 

And  the  verdict  of  mankind  will  be  that  you  are  to 
remain  the  most  abject  figure  in  all  human  history. 
For  the  depth  of  your  abjectness  and  infamy  can  be 
measured  only  by  the  height  and  splendour  of  your 
opportunity,  an  opportunity  such  as  had  never  before 
occurred  in  the  history  of  mankind. 

Hamburg,  July  4,  1919. 
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TO  ADOLPH  OCHS 

PROPRIETOR  OF  THE  NEW  YORK  TIMES 

|OU  are  among-  the  last  in  the  array  of  sorry 
and  discredited  figures  with  which  I  have 
decorated  my  pillory,  but  you  are  neither  the 
last  nor  the  least  in  infamy.  For  some  time 
I  wavered  between  the  man  Schwab  and  the  man 
Ochs,  if  the  term  men  might  still  be  applied  to  those 
who  have  deported  themselves  as  these  persons  have 
done.  To  the  hands  of  the  despicable  Schwab,  a  true 
type  of  the  slave-mind  and  the  slave-soul,  — in  spite  of 
his  owning  a  hundred  iron-mills, — will  always  cling  the 
blood  and  the  fragments  of  flesh  of  his  own  people, 
his  German  kith  and  kin  whom  he  helped  to  mangle 
and  butcher  in  his  greed.  If  the  student  of  moral 
criminality  wish  to  find  a  perfect  type  of  the  German 
who  has  degenerated  in  a  foreign  environment,  of  German 
blood  that  has  gone  bad  and  black,  he  will  find 
a  magnificent  specimen  in  the  person  of  Charles 
M.  Schwab.  His  baseness  is  such  that  it  vitiates  both 
his  German  ancestry  and  his  flamboyant  Americanism, 
I  shall  leave  him  squatting  upon  his  blood-spattered 
piles  of  gold,  a  sure  target  for  the  detestation  of  the 
new  generation,  and  turn  to  another  of  his  kind-/o 
you,  Mr.  Adolph  Ochs. 

It  was  my  original  purpose  to  confine  myself  to  Anglo- 
Americans  in  these   personal  indictments.     You  are  of 
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German  descent  and  of  Jewish  race.  But  since  you 
mig-ht  reg-ard  it  as  a  slight  not  to  be  included  in  this 
noble  assembly  of  Anglo-American  worthies,  after 
having  done  so  much  to  identify  yourself  with  them, 
I  feel  it  would  be  wrong  to  omit  you.  You  will  do 
for  that  type  of  man  who  was  either  born  in  Germany 
or  whose  parents  were  born  there,  and  who,  out  of  lust 
of  money,  power  or  position,  flung-  the  last  scrap  of 
decency  to  the  winds,  the  last  grain  of  fairness  towards 
the  country  of  his  origin.  I  am  only  repeating  a 
common  truth  to  a  very  common  mind  when  I  say  that 
all  nations,  like  all  human  being-s,  have  their  good  and 
their  bad  sides.  But  from  the  very  beginning  of  the 
war  you  and  your  kind  saw  in  Germany  and  the  Germans 
or  pretended  to  see  in  them,  only  fiends,  barbarians 
and  monsters.  True  to  your  slave-soul  and  helot  nature, 
you  at  once  pandered  to  all  the  hatreds,  passions  and 
ignorance  which  the  gutter  press  of  England  exploited 
in  our  land,  and  to  which  you  prostituted  your  news- 
paper and  your  mentality. 

The  charge  1  level  against  you  does  not  lose  in  weight 
or  extent  because  you  are  able  to  point  in  your  paper 
to  pro-German  articles  by  German  men  of  thought  and 
science  at  the  beginning  of  the  war.  You  published  one 
such  article  to  a  score  of  those  that  vilified  and  slandered 
the  land  of  your  fathers.  You  permitted  the  mild  and  gent- 
ly-reasonable defence  or  explanation  of  German  publi- 
cists to  appear  so  long  as  they  made  no  attacks  upon  the 
Allies.  But  you  gave  space  to  all  the  monstrous 
calumnies,  all  the  violent  insults  and  lying  charges 
of  the  British  and  French  and  Belgian  propagandists. 
Your  news  columns  became  a  pestiferous  pool  into 
which  Renter  and  Havas  voided  all  their  filth.  Your 
editorial   columns  were    pleas  and  apologies  for  every 
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crime  and  outrage  which  criminal  British  imperialism 
committed.  Your  illustrated  supplements  became  a 
picture-show  of  Allied  towns,  militarism,  politicians, 
social  snobs,  all  designed  to  make  the  horrors  and 
beastliness  of  war  appear  a  great  game  or  sport.  The 
splendid  and  historic  photographs  of  German  deeds, 
men  and  localities  you  purposely  ignored.  You  became 
the  shadow,  the  echo  of  the  London  "Times;"  you  were 
not  only  the  tail  of  that  dog,  but  something  a  little 
lower  than  the  tail. 

I  confess  that  your  personality  is  to  me  perfectly 
shadowy  and  vague — colourless  and  characterless.  I 
do  not  recall  ever  having  seen  you  either  in  person  or 
in  picture.  The  only  mental  portrait  I  have  of  you  is 
one  which  has  naturally  built  itself  up  in  consequence 
of  your  behaviour  during  that  cross-examination  in  court, 
when  my  old  friend,  Jeremiah  O'Leary,  put  you  through 
a  running  fire  of  questions  during  your  appearance 
against  him  as  a  Government  witness  in  the  course  of 
his  notable  trial  last  Spring.  No  doubt  this  particular 
passage  of  the  trial  in  which  you  cut  such  a  sorry 
figure  was  duly  touched  up  or  wholly  ignored  in  the 
New  York  Times  and  other  plutocratic  sheets.  I  should 
never  have  learnt  the  details  of  Jeremiah  O'Leary's  fight 
for  his  personal  liberty  and  for  America's  liberation  from 
British  rule,  cut  off  as  I  was  here  in  Germany,  had  not  a 
friend  of  mine,  Mr.T.  St.  John  Gaffney,  sent  me  a  copy  of 
the  Gaelic- American  which  gave  a  complete  report  of  the 
trial  and  of  the  pitiful  scene  in  which  the  little  proprietor 
of  the  big  New  York  daily  sat  and  shifted  in  the  wit- 
ness chair  under  the  shadow  of  the  man  whose  tool 
and  mouthpiece  he  had  become— Lord  Northcliffe,  one 
of  the  blackest  scoundrels  of  modern  times.  The  court 
proceedings    likewise    proved   beyond   a   doubt   that   a 
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paper  like  the  New  York  Times  which  is  supposed 
to  be  American  and  to  serve  American  interests, 
is  in  reaHty  under  the  influence  of  a  Briton  and  pros- 
tituted to  British  interests.  As  an  old  New  Yorker, 
I  have  been  wondering-  for  some  time  how  long 
the  people  of  New  York  will  permit  themselves  to 
be  gulled,  poisoned  and  betrayed  by  a  paper  such 
as  yours. 

A  number  of  years  ago  a  paper  such  as  the  New 
York  Herald,  a  snobbish,  tuft-hunting  and  demi-monde 
sheet,  succeeded  —  no  doubt  with  the  help  of  stupid 
and  corrupted  Aldermen  — in  having  one  of  our  Broad- 
way open  spaces  re-named  "Herald  Square."  A  few 
years  ago,  when  you  built  your  Times  Tower  like  a 
mediaeval  fortress  or  a  robber  baron's  castle  in  Long 
Acre  Square,  you  demanded  that  the  passer-by  should 
forget  all  historical  associations  and  henceforth  call  this 
noted  open  space  "Times  Square,"  as  a  tribute  to  your 
itch  for  publicity.  Just  imagine,  two  noted  squares  in 
the  very  heart  of  the  city  and  its  traffic,  being  used 
to  advertize  two  wholly  un-American  papers,  which  take 
their  orders  direct  from  Paris  and  London  [  Why  should 
not  Columbus  Circle  be  changed  to  "Journal  Circle?" 
Why  should  not  City  Hall,  Washington,  Madison,  Union 
and  Lincoln  Squares  be  re-named  "Tribune,"  "World," 
"Globe"  and  Evening  Post"  Squares?  Or  is  it  possible 
that  these  pro-English  papers,  (with  the  laudable  ex- 
ception of  the  "New  York  Journal")  continue  their 
English  propaganda  to  such  an  extent  that  they  will 
insist  upon  eliminating  the  names  of  great  and  hon- 
ourable American  patriots  in  favour  of  such  terms  as 
"King  George  Fifth  Square,"  "Prince  of  Wales  Boule- 
vard," "Queen  Mary  Circle,"  "Lloyd  George  Alley"  and 
"General  Haig  Promenade?" 
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How  black  and  wicked  and  cynical  the  whole  war  con- 
spiracy now  shows  itself!  It  was  America's  message 
to  spread  good-will  among  mankind,  to  promote  peace 
and  understanding.  It  was  America's  duty  to  uphold 
the  freedom  of  the  seas,  to  insist  upon  her  right  to 
have  American  merchantmen  carry  food  to  Germany. 
As  I  shall  never  grow  weary  of  remarking,  a  Pre- 
sident of  Cleveland's  calibre  would  have  carried  this 
through — though  I  believe  there  are  no  squares  in 
New  York  named  after  this  last  man  among  American 
presidents. 

You  and  your  paper,  Adolph  Ochs,  gave  your  fullest 
support  to  fomenting  hatred  and  upholding  British 
Imperialism.  The  evil  seed  of  hatred  which  you  and 
your  tribe  have  sown  with  such  persistent  frenzy  is  now 
shooting  up  all  over  America,  and  some  day  the  bitter 
harvest  will  be  reaped. 

The  super-fatted  food,  plentifully  mixed  with  human 
blood,  which  loaded  the  tables  of  the  war  profiteers, 
was  eagerly  gorged  by  the  pirate  crew  of  Wall  Street, 
and  their  money-paunches  swelled  up  enormously.  The 
blind  masses  are  beginning  to  see  who  they  are  that 
have  raked  in  the  vast  gains  of  the  war  business,  and 
they  are  now  demanding  a  more  equitable  distribution 
between  Capital  and  Labour.  The  hatred  of  everything 
German,  so  tenderly  and  lovingly  nurtured  in  the  minds 
of  the  ignorant  by  such  men  as  you,  Adolph  Ochs, 
and  your  legal  shark  and  polluter  of  the  law,  James 
M.  Beck,  will  now  be  grafted  by  American  workmen 
upon  the  capitalistic  tree,  and  no  matter  how  huge  and 
overwhelming  this  deadly  poison  of  hate,  administered 
for  so  many  years  in  daily  doses  by  such  sheets  as 
the  New  York  Times — will  eventually  cause  the  death 
of  this  accursed  growth. 
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The  American  blacks,  or  black  Americans,  who  have 
been  glorified  and  boomed  as  heroes  —  to  the  ever- 
lasting infamy  of  the  men  responsible  —  for  helping 
to  slaughter  a  highly-cultivated  European  race,  one  of 
the  purest  of  white  races,  are  now  the  object  of  a  de- 
structive race  feud  and  the  spirit  of  murder  and  hatred 
taught  on  both  sides  is  given  an  opportunity  of  prov- 
ing how  well  it  has  learnt  the  lesson  which  you, 
Mr.  Ochs,  so  diligently  taught.  But  another  race 
war  is  smouldering,  and  the  hatred  which  you  have 
helped  to  spread  throughout  the  world  may  easily  be 
diverted  against  the  Jewish  race — to  which  you  belong. 
It  is  beyond  all  doubt  that  this  remarkable  and  gifted 
race  is  in  chief  control  of  the  world's  money,  the  Press, 
the  stage,  the  picture-shows  and  popular  literature. 
Should  it  continue  to  exercise  this  vast  power  to  in- 
fluence the  masses  for  evil,  there  is  no  telling  when 
the  great  slave  mass  will  rise  against  its  Jewish  masters, 
exploiters  and  tormentors. 

The  Jews  in  all  countries  regarded  the  war  as  a  huge 
opportunity  for  "big  business."  Perhaps  they  also  re- 
garded it  as  an  opportunity  to  avenge  themselves  upon 
the  corrupt  Christian  nations  for  the  century-long  per- 
secutions they  had  endured.  There  were  Jews  in  the 
German  army  who  fought  and  bled  as  heroically  as 
their  Christian  comrades,  but  the  fact  remains  that  in 
relation  to  other  classes,  they  have  lost  little  blood  and 
their  representatives  among  the  big  war  profiteers  are 
altogether  out  of  proportion  to  their  actual  numbers. 
Whether  or  not  they  will  be  able  to  hide  or  carry 
their  profits  over  the  German  border,  will  not  greatly 
matter,  since  all  of  them  have  brothers  or  cousins  on 
the  winning  side,  and  whole  families  and  firms  in  Jewish 
and  Gentile  banking  circles  made  hay  while  the  blood- 
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red  sun  was  shining.  In  their  business  of  providing 
funds  for  carrying  on  the  slaughter,  they  were  as  much 
in  demand  as  human  cannon-fodder  for  the  firing-line. 
Money  and  blood  always  mix  in  war-time,  and  the  rich 
Jews,  and  for  that  matter,  the  Gentiles  as  well,  obtained 
their  start,  made  their  stake  and  increased  their  pile 
in  time  of  war.  How  many  fresh  millions  have 
you  added  to  your  bank  account  during  the  war, 
Mr.  Adolph  Ochs? 

I  was  a  "mere  nobody"  in  that  New  York  which  ran 
the  war  as  a  profitable  deal.     Nevertheless  I  have  the 
satisfaction  of  looking  with  contempt  and  loathing  upon 
all  the  low,  mean   and   slavish   chasers    of   the    blood- 
spangled  American   dollar.     Not  a  single    coin  which 
human  blood  and  tears  had  wet  would  I  deign  to  touch. 
The  result  MfdiS  that  I    not  only   became   a    great   deal 
poorer  during  the  war  but,  because  I  ventured  to  speak 
what  I  knew  to  be  the  truth,  the  inalienable  truth,  our 
capitalistic  Government  seized  everything  that  belonged 
to  me  in  America  —  the  earnings  of  a  whole  lifetime. 
I  v/as   the   foolish,    sentimental  German-American   who 
still  cherished  absurd  notions  of  honour,  truth,  principle 
and  all  such  silly  stuff.     I  do  not  wish  to  draw  invidious 
comparisons,  but  nevertheless  I  shall   not  refrain   from 
calling    attention    to    the    actions    of   another  German- 
American,  born  about  the  same   time   as   myself   close 
to  this  old  Hanseatic  town  of  Hamburg  —  your  friend 
Paul  Warburg.     No  expression  of  opinion  escaped  him ; 
he  attended  to  his  business  of  making  money  and  that 
sufficed.    Inasmuch  as  I  was  in  the  midst  of  the  German- 
Irish-American,    in   reality   strictly   pro-American   mo- 
vement, I  am  able  to  assure  the  Anglo-American  friends 
or  collaborators  of  Paul  Warburg  that   not    a    cent    of 
assistance  nor  a   spark   of   sympathy  reached   us   from 
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him.  The  value  of  his  "neutrality"  might  be  calculated 
in  dollars  and  cents  were  it  possible  to  know  how  many 
millions  this  man  has  added  to  his  holdings.  It  is 
possible  that  he  alone  knows,  unless  it  be  a  family 
secret  shared  in  common  with  his  brother  Max,  the  well- 
known  financier  of  Hamburg. 

It  was  only  recently  that  Mr.  Paul  Warburg  spent 
several  weeks  at  Hamburg,  visiting  his  friends  and 
relatives.  He,  the  materialist  who  had  made  common 
cause  with  the  money  powers  that  were  coining  the 
blood  of  his  Fatherland  into  dollars,  pounds  and 
francs,  had  become  enormously  rich  and  powerful 
through  the  war.  1,  the  deluded  idealist,  who  had 
made  common  cause  with  the  moral  powers,  had 
become  poorer  and  weaker,  have  lost  my  possessions 
in  America,  and,  as  the  American  Consular  pirate 
Morgan  at  Hamburg  would  have  me  believe,  my 
citizenship.  For  my  passport  was  taken  away  from 
me  by  subterfuge  here  in  Hamburg  in  April,  1916, 
because,  at  a  time  when  America,  despite  the  shame- 
less partiaUty  of  Wilson  and  his  dupes  and  masters, 
was  still  officially  "neutral,"  I  had  been  so  bold  as  to 
speak  out  against  the  crimes  committed  by  the  despotic 
Capitalism  of  America. 

Since  the  government  has  refused  me  a  passport  I 
am  unable  to  return  to  New  York  to  defend  my  pro- 
perty —  passports  having  become  an  absolute  necessity 
of  existence  in  a  world  which  has  been  "saved"  from 
the  rigours  and  restrictions  of  Prussian  militarism  and 
bureaucracy.  I  must  be  regarded  as  a  dangerous  man 
whose  financial  wings  must  be  clipped  —  especially 
when  the  clipping  proves  so  pleasant  and  profitable  to 
the  clippers.  And  a  dangerous  man,  I  am  indeed,  for 
all  too  well  I  know  how  powerless  is  the  penniless  one 
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in  a  battle  against  the  rich  and  mighty  of  the  earth. 
And  I  am  also  able  to  realize  the  despair  and  the 
desperation  that  seize  upon  the  hopelessly  poor  and 
miserable.  But  I  am  dangerous  only  for  the  cliques 
and  criminals  in  power — for  those  who  are  dangerous 
to  humanity  and  higher  civilization.  Gladly  would  I 
have  spent  every  copper  of  my  confiscated  business 
property  in  America  for  purposes  of  propaganda — 
if  only  to  tear  away  the  rags  which  conceal  the  lep- 
rous sores  of  men  like  yourself,  Adolph  Ochs-  For 
you  and  your  tribe  and  the  press  you  have  debauched 
are  among  the  most  pernicious  enemies  of  the  hum- 
an race. 

I  have  no  illusions  as  to  the  power  I  am  able  to 
exert  against  you.  I  can  do  no  more  than  print  a  few 
thousand  books,  distribute  them  gratuitously  and  hope 
that  here  and  there  my  words  may  fall  upon  fertile 
ground.  I  know  that  I  cannot  influence  public  opinion, 
nor  reform  public  morals,  for  the  way  to  the  eyes  and 
ears  and  therefore  to  the  brains  and  souls  of  the  masses 
is  barred  to  me  and  all  men  who  share  my  views,  by 
the  power  that  usurps  all  publicity. 

In  men  like  you,  sir,  the  Jewish  race  may  contemplate 
its  own  deterioration.  Where  are  the  great  Jews  of 
today?  The  past  brought  humanity  the  Jewish  prophets, 
the  Apostles  and  even  Christ  himself.  It  brought  us 
philosophers  like  Spinoza,  it  brought  us  the  great  Ger- 
man-Jewish composers,  and  the  great  German -Jewish 
sociaHsts — Marx,  Lassalle,  Engels,  the  German-Jewish 
poets  Heine  and  Borne,  — you  see  that  I  am  paying 
my  respects  to  the  Jews  of  that  nation  which  was 
the  nation  of  your  fathers,  though  I  am  well  aware  that 
there  were  eminent  Jews  in  other  lands,  though  far 
fewer  in  number. 
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Are  the  rich,  the  powerful  and  clever  Jews  of  our 
day  not  able  to  read  the  writing  on  the  wall?  In  every 
land  a  wave  of  rebellion  against  the  dominance  of  the 
Jew  is  rising  higher  and  higher — against  Jewish  rule 
in  journalism,  finance  and  politics.  Thousands  of  in- 
fluential Germans  believe  that  Germany  lost  the  war 
and  that  the  German  empire  fell  because  the  Jewish 
spirit  had  undermined  the  morale  of  the  German  people, 
and  Jewish  interests — those  of  international  finance — 
meant  more  to  the  German  Jews  than  did  their  Fath- 
erland. This  thought  is  also  entertained  by  leading 
Russians  with  respect  to  their  own  land,  and  their 
hatred  of  the  Jews  is  almost  as  abysmal  as  their  hatred 
of  the  English.  With  a  few  rare  exceptions  the  Ger- 
man Jews  in  America,  and  their  descendants  did  all  in 
their  power  to  make  Germany  lose  the  war.  And  now 
members  of  their  families  or  at  least  of  their  race,  are 
holding  political  posts  in  the  young  German  Republic 
altogether  out  of  proportion  to  the  number  of  Jews  in 
Germany.  This  may  be — I  wish  to  exercise  the  great 
Jewish  virtue  of  justice  as  exemplified  in  the  noblest 
of  that  race — this  may  be  because  of  their  superior 
cleverness  or  ability — in  politics  as  in  other  fields. 
They  are  ruthless  in  the  pursuit  of  their  ends,  and  are 
pushed  on  by  an  unconquerable  will.  In  Germany  the 
Jewish  problem  is  a  far  more  serious  one  than  in  Eng- 
land, France  or  the  United  States,  for  Germany  was 
and  still  is  the  first  land  of  refuge  to  the  lower  class 
Jews  from  Poland  and  Russia. 

You,  Adolph  Ochs,  are  an  American — a  German- 
American  Jew.  And  therefore  you  are  familiar  with 
the  barriers  erected  against  the  Jew  in  American 
society.  I  am  a  member  of  certain  exclusive  clubs  in 
New  York  City,  into  which  it  is  utterly  impossible  for 
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a  Jew  to  enter,  no  matter  how  rich  or  how  prominent 
he  may  be.  And  I  have  never  heard  more  cynical  and 
outspoken  anti-Semitism  expressed  anywhere  than  in 
American  society.  There  is  no  hotel  in  Germany  or 
England  which  would  venture  to  place  an  embargo  upon 
Jews,  but  such  embargoes  and  boycotts  are  carried  out 
even  by  second-class  hotels  in  the  Adirondacks  and 
elsewhere. 

That  the  all-powerful  daily  press  in  many  countries, 
including  our  own,  is  controlled  by  the  Jewish  race, 
and  therefore  by  financial  cliques,  no  one  will  venture 
to  deny.  And  with  this  press  the  Jews  have  saddled 
upon  humanity  the  greatest  curse,  the  most  shameful 
yoke  under  which  it  has  ever  groaned.  And  yet  the 
men  who  have  done  this,  also  have  it  in  their  power 
to  make  the  daily  press  what  it  really  should  be — the 
great  enlightener,  the  great  educator,  the  great  peace- 
maker among  the  nations.  I  am  astonished  that  up  to 
now  none  of  the  rich  and  famous  philanthropists  has 
endowed  a  great  daily  or  a  series  of  newspapers  with 
their  own  news  agencies,  and  with  a  staff  of  men  who 
are  above  the  mental  slavery,  intimidation  and  com- 
mercial corruption  of  the  average  journalist  of  today. 
Had  Carnegie,  for  example,  established  a  few  journals 
absolutely  independent  of  political  parties  and  of  advert- 
isers, and  conducted  by  a  board  of  trustees  who  were 
above  suspicion,  he  would  have  served  America  far 
better  than  by  establishing  his  libraries,  which  have, 
in  the  main,  become  mere  repositories  of  "best  seller" 
novels  and  trashy  "current  fiction,"  to  poison  the  minds 
and  wreck  the  taste  of  the  immature. 

Yes,  considering  how  palpable,  how  conspicuous  is 
its  use  for  evil — morning,  noon  and  night — it  is  aston- 
ishing that  no  one  has  ever  sought  to  organise  its  use 
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for  good.  An  organism  such  as  the  press  of  a  country 
should  be  regarded  and  directed  from  a  point  of  view 
as  lofty  as  that  which  governs  or  is  said  to  govern, 
the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States.  Only  men 
who  are  fit  to  act  as  the  teachers  of  their  fellowmen 
should  be  admitted  to  this  service — they  should  be  like 
priests  ~  distinct  from  the  ordinary  purveyors  and 
gatherers  of  news. 

Here,  even  though  those  who  have  their  heads  and 
eyes  in  the  foul  trough  of  the  newspaperdom  of  today  may 
not  perceive  it,  is  a  glorious  opportunity  for  one  of  the 
mighty  ones  of  that  world,  one  who  has  become  revolted 
with  the  horrible  game  of  coining  lies  into  news  and 
news  into  money  and  human  beings  into  drug-fiends 
of  the  press,  to  throw  the  v/hole  weight  of  his  power 
and  wealth  against  the  great  malefactors.  Were  such 
a  man  to  arise  amongst  us  today,  he  would  come  as 
a  second  Saviour  of  a  doomed  and  degraded  world. 
The  Jewish  race,  that  part  of  it  which  has  maintained 
its  idealism,  once  more  has  the  glorious  opportunity  of 
giving  this  Saviour  to  humanity.  But  he  would  come 
in  another  form  and  make  use  of  other  means.  His 
only  medium  of  communication  with  humanity  would 
be  an  independent  and  humanized  press — there  is  no 
other  way  in  which  he  could  reach  the  ears  and  hearts 
of  the  great  masses  than  by  that  way  through  which 
they  have  been  corrupted  and  enslaved. 

It  is  a  law,  Adolph  Ochs,  that  the  corrupter  himself 
becomes  blind  to  all  moral  promptings,  to  the  most 
elementary  instincts  of  humanity.  You  have  only  lately 
published  the  photograph  of  a  plump  German  baby, 
hunted  up  by  your  jackals  here  in  Berlin,  in  order  to 
prove  to  the  American  people  that  German  babies  are 
not  starving.    May  that  most  terrible  and  heart-rending 
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of  all  human  cries—  the  cry  of  a  hungry  child,  the  sob 
of  a  despairing-  mother — cries  which  go  up  to  Heaven 
a  millionfold  day  after  day  throughout  Germany,  blast 
you  where  you  sit  in  fat  ease  with  sated  paunch,  wretch 
that  you  are!  And  may  these  cries  ring  in  your  ears 
like  the  thunder  of  the  sea,  in  your  hour  of  death. 
For  your  tombstone  I  suggest  the  inscription:  "Here 
lies  dead  as  he  Hed  living—  Adolph  Ochs.  He  snatched 
the  crust  of  bread  from  the  mouth  of  a  starving  child." 

Were  the  old  Ochs  to  die  and  a  new  Ochs  to  be 
re-born  out  of  his  evil  ashes,  one  might  appeal  to  this 
Ochs  and  say:  Atone  for  the  sins  of  your  predecessor, 
he  that  bred  hate  and  falsehood;  convert  the  machinery 
which  he  plastered  with  mud  and  blood  and  tears,  into 
the  first  organ  in  the  service  of  humanity  and  human 
progress.  If  you  have  not  the  funds  necessary  to  carry 
out  the  great  task  on  the  necessary  scale,  then  go  and 
beg  it  of  the  men  who  can  as  easily  donate  a  million 
dollars  to  such  an  undertaking  as  I  ten  cents.  Who 
are  these  men — some  of  them  im  dire  need  of  easing 
their  consciences?  You  know  them  as  well  as  I — Otto 
Kahn,  Jacob  Schiff,  Paul  Warburg,  the  Seligmanns,  the 
Rosens,  the  Sulzbergers,  the  Golmann-Sachs,  the 
Pulitzers,  the  Strausses,  the  Wormsers,  the  Baruchs, 
the  Baches,  the  Heidelberg-Ingelhe'mers,  the  Naumburgs, 
the  Oppenheims,  the  Speyers,  the  Sutros,  the  Guggen- 
heimers,  the  Kuhn-Loebs,  the  Ladenburgs,  the  Thal- 
manns — and  others. 

In  these  days  of  reckoning  in  milliards,  nothing  short 
of  a  hundred  million  dollar  endowment  fund  will  suffice. 
With  the  interest  upon  this,  a  newspaper  organization 
can  be  called  into  being  which  will  mean  the  first  step 
towards  the  regeneration  of  mankind,  and  real  civiliz- 
ation.   The  news  of  the  world  would  be  gathered  from 
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its  purest  sources  and  it  would  not  be  coloured  or 
distorted  to  suit  any  man,  any  group,  any  government, 
or  other  interest.  Its  only  service  would  be  the  service 
of  helping  humanity  up  the  terrible  and  slippery  slope 
upon  which  it  has  stumbled  and  fallen.  It  would  prove 
the  deadly  enemy  of  all  corruption,  of  the  organized 
lie  that  works  upon  hatred  and  ignorance  and  exploits 
the  people,  of  the  vulgarity  that  destroys  their  souls 
and  their  simplicity,  of  the  hypocrisy  that  makes  them 
condone  and  even  imitate  the  crimes  and  immorality 
of  their  rulers — whether  hereditary  or  elected,  monarchs 
on  thrones  or  despots  in  presidential  chairs.  In  politics 
its  attitude  would  be  neutral,  serving  only  as  a  guide 
and  a  friendly  counsellor  to  the  people. 

Instead  of  degrading  the  minds  and  souls  of  the 
people  with  the  garbage  which  is  now  dealt  out  to 
them  by  the  disgusting  commercial  press  of  America, 
rubbish  and  trash  so  trivial  and  degrading  as  to  make 
other  nations  doubt  our  sanity,  the  voice  of  the  thinker 
would  be  heard,  of  the  true  poet  capable  of  inspiring 
his  people  to  loftier  ideals,  of  the  true  artist  to  teach 
them  the  vital  secret  of  beauty  and  truth — for  these 
men  are  the  true  glory  of  a  nation,  and  not  its  polit- 
icians, captains  of  industry  and  newspaper  proprietors. 

If  a  nation  neglects  or  degrades  its  thinkers  and  poets, 
it  debases  its  noblest  elements — and  it  debases  these 
when  it  does  not  give  them  the  opportunity  for  express- 
ion, when  it  refuses  them  the  use  of  its  organs  of 
publicity,  when  it  declares  that  they  shall  live  only  if 
they  amuse  the  mob — be  it  rich  and  well-dressed  or 
clad  in  the  rags  of  the  slums.  It  degrades  thought 
and  art  and  the  richest,  most  beautiful  products  of  the 
.human  mind,  when  it  dooms  the  youth  of  the  land  to 
grovel  only  before  the  altar  of  material  success,  when 
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it  worships  only  the  man  of  action  and  places  him 
higher  than  the  man  of  thought. 

Your  predecessor,  Mr.  Ochs— assuming  you  are  the 
Reborn  and  the  Regenerate, —  was  the  tool  and  the  helper 
of  the  infamous  Northcliffe.  He  was  the  victim  of  one 
of  his  own  race  and  nationality— the  German  Jew  from 
Mannheim,  Friedrich  Wilhelm  Weil  {alias  Frederick 
William  Wile),  the  low  creature  whose  mouth  became 
an  ulcer  oozing  foulness  over  all  England  and  America. 
Such  was  Northcliffe's  hired  assassin  of  truth  and  comm- 
on human  decency,  and  of  the  better  instincts  which, 
after  all,  rule  in  the  breast  of  the  average  human  being. 
Ochs  became  the  serf  of  this  murderer  of  multitudes, 
this  arch-criminal,  petty,  base,  low-born  and  contempt- 
ible in  himself,  yet  owing  to  the  power  he  was  able  to 
exercise  through  his  master's  press,  one  of  the  giant 
malefactors  of  history,  directly  responsible  for  the  ruin, 
agony  and  death  of  millions, — friends  and  enemies  alike. 
Thus  may  the  Jew  become  the  curse  of  the  rest  of 
humanity — like  the  mass-murderer  Wile — the  curse  of 
his  native  land,  the  curse  of  the  country  whose  hireling 
he  became,  the  curse  of  the  land  of  which  he  claims 
to  be  a  citizen. 

Millions  have  been  forced  to  bleed  because  of  the 
lies  and  the  maddening  venom  instilled  into  humanity's 
heart  by  such  men  as  the  mass-murderer  Frederick 
William  Wile.  Millions  of  men,  women  and  children 
of  your  ov/n  race  and  faith  may  yet  be  forced  to  bleed 
for  the  crimes  he  committed— and  for  the  crimes  your 
predecessor  Adolph  Ochs  committed.  Your  predecessor, 
despite  his  shameful  subservience  to  the  Anglo-American 
cliques  of  traitors,  was  known  among  them  only  as 
"that  Sheeny  Ochs,"  —  and  all  those  rich  and  influential 
Jews  I  have  mentioned  are  known  among  the  American 

255 


populace  only  as  "Sheenies."  It  is  a  name  that  is 
pronounced  v/ith  more  contempt  than  any  of  the  unjust 
and  essentially  stupid  names  invented  for  the  Germans 
by  British  propaganda.  It  is  a  corruption,  as  my  Jev/ish 
friend  Dr.  Ludwig-  Darmstaedter  has  proved  (another 
American  citizen  who  has  been  denied  the  right  to 
return  home)  of  the  German  word  "schone"  (beautiful) 
which  was  used  by  Jewish  peddlers  in  Colonial  days 
for  praising  their  wares,  such  as  suspenders.  The  word 
was  seized  upon  by  the  street  arabs  and  converted 
from  the  Yiddish   "Schayney" — into  "sheeny." 

You  and  your  rich  Jewish  brethren  are  no  longer 
peddling  suspenders.  Adolph  Ochs  fell  a  little  lower — 
for  he  peddled  his  people,  his  name,  his  nation.  And 
sooner  or  later  the  poison  of  hatred  which  he  has  sown 
will  be  driven  into  the  bodies  of  his  co-religionists, 
driven  in  with  knives  and  clubs  and  boot-heels.  And 
then  the  masses,  yes,  even  the  American  masses,  will  not 
stop  at  calling  names — they  will  prove  that  a  Russian 
or  Polish  pogrom  is  but  one  step  removed  from  an 
American  nigger  lynching.  The  mob  will  turn  upon  its 
exploiters,  betrayers  and  tormenters,  Jew  or  Gentile — 
but  the  Jew  it  will  grab  first.  And  it  will  know  no 
mercy— for  in  that  day  the  seed  sown  by  the  Wiles 
and  the  Ochses  will  come  to  harvest,  a  terrible  and  a 
bloody  harvest.  And  the  day  may  not  be  far  distant, 
for  the  American  Jews  have  benefited  more  than  all 
others  from  the  mutual  slaughter  of  the  "Christian" 
nations.  They  are  giving  donations  to  the  Palestine 
which  has  once  more  come  into  their  hands  — if  the 
arch-thief  of  territory,  John  Bull,  will  ever  really  let  it 
go  out  of  his  own,  but  Palestine  will  not  solve  the 
problem,  nor  wipe  out  the  guilt  of  the  modern  Shylocks 
of  Wall  Street  and  Newspaper  Row. 
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I  have  lived  in  America  for  35  years,  and  in  all  this 
time  I  do  not  recall  a  single  instance  in  which  a  large 
contribution  for  the  benefit  of  the  general  public  was 
made  by  a  Jew.  Strauss,  the  German  Jew,  pasteurized 
milk  for  babies,  to  be  sure,  and  deserves  his  meed  of 
praise  for  this,  PuHtzer's  foundation  of  a  chair  for 
journalism  at  Columbia  University  (the  question  is  what 
kind  of  journalism?)  may  have  been  a  step  in  the  right 
direction.  Had  this  Austrian  Jew  left  his  newspaper 
to  some  body  or  group  of  men  pledged  to  run  it  for 
the  benefit  and  enlightenment  of  the  American  people, 
he  might  have  done  a  service  to  America  almost  as 
great  as  that  of  Alfred  Nobel  to  humanity.  But  he 
left  it  to  his  son  as  a  mere  stepping-stone  to  more 
wealth,  social  position  and   power. 

Gentile  millionaires  of  the  American  variety  have 
seldom  displayed  much  imagination  in  their  donat- 
ions, but  we  have  at  least  the  John  Hopkins  and 
Leland  Stanford  Universities,  the  Lick  Observatory, 
the  Marshall  Field  Museum,  the  Pratt  Institute,  the 
big  endowments  of  Rockefeller  and  Carnegie.  But 
the  universities  have  become  mills  for  making  in- 
tellectual slaves  of  a  stock  pattern  and  teachers  of 
intellectual  independence  are  sacked  as  soon  as  they 
venture  beyond  the  narrow  line  laid  down  by  the  financial 
powers  in  control.  The  uncommon  mental  liberty  enjoyed 
by  German  scholars  is  impossible — an  Ernst  Haeckel,  for 
instance,  would  be  impossible  in  America.  Hence  mental 
sterility,  pattern  minds,  the  inability  to  think  properly — 
in  short,  intellectual  helotism.  It  is  a  slavery  that 
seconds  the  slavery  of  the  newspaper  readers — the  one 
for  the  masses — the  other  for  the  "educated." 

If  the  hollow  hypocrisy  of  Christianity  as  practised 
by  alleged  Christian  nations,  has  been  shown  up  once 
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and  for  all  time,  by  their  cold-blooded  bestiality  and 
falseheartedness  during  the  war,  then  let  the  Jews  from 
whose  religion  Christianity  originally  sprang,  once  more 
exercise  a  religious  power  over  the  world,  a  moral 
power,  instead  of  debauching  humanity  still  more — 
like  the  Ochses  and  the  Wiles.  Let  them  organize 
the  movement  for  good  as  they  organized  the  movement 
for  evil,  for  war  and  murder  -  the  undeniable  fruit  of 
international  finance — of  the  Wall  Street  spirit.  The 
churches  have  failed — their  leaders  were  simple  strump- 
ets in  the  hands  of  the  war-mongers,  and  the  majority 
of  them  preached  hatred  from  pulpits  dedicated  to  the 
Prince  of  Peace.  Only  a  free  human  press,  safe  from 
an  insane  nationalism,  a  press  able  to  influence  millions 
for  their  own  good,  can  bring  peace,  happiness  and 
contentment  to  suffering  and  deluded  mankind  by  first 
clearing  away  the  mountains  of  darkness  piled  up  by 
the  capitalistic  press.  The  founding  of  such  a  press 
would  equal  in  human  importance  the  discovery  of  the 
printing  art  by  Gutenberg,  an  art  which  has  been  made 
a  curse  instead  of  a  blessing  to  the  world.  The  wounds 
made  by  the  press,  the  diseases  implanted  by  it,  can 
be  healed  only  by  the  press. 

Everywhere  the  men  who  realize  this,  the  men  v/ho 
are  actuated  by  high  ideals  in  a  world  convulsed  by 
the  vilest  passions,  the  men  whose  hearts  are  torn 
within  them  by  the  unutterable  sorrow  which  has  fallen 
upon  the  race,  are  struggling  to  bring  back  the  printed 
word  to  its  proper  function  as  a  bringer  of  light  and 
inspiration.  Today  a  copy  of  The  World  To-Morrow 
has  come  into  my  hands.  It  is  published  in  New  York 
and  there  is  an  appeal  for  funds  to  carry  it  on.  The 
other  day  there  came  to  me  a  gentleman  from  Holland 
who,  under  the  illusion  that  I  was  able  to  act  the  pat- 
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ron,  asked  me  for  financial  support  for  The  Word, 
published  by  an  international  group  of  pacifists  and 
reformers  at  the  Hagrue.  My  friend,  the  American 
author  Herman  George  Scheffauer,  is  struggling  to 
establish  his  weekly,  The  Ascent,  which  will  devote 
itself  to  interpreting  German  thought,  art  and  literature 
to  the  English-reading  world  and  vice-versa,  upon  a 
practical  basis  in  Berlin.  All  these  good  men  and  enter- 
prises have  the  spiritual  and  mental  capital  necessary 
to  carry  on  their  splendid  work,  but  all  of  them  lack 
the  all-conquering  power  of  money  to  further  their 
projects.  They  have  the  energy  necessary  and  the  in- 
sight into  the  sick  heart  and  muddled  brain  of  the 
world,  but  they  have  no  organ  through  which  they 
could  speak  to  millions. 

It  is  deplorable  that  everywhere  rich,  good  men  have 
failed  to  see  that  the  most  powerful  instrument  for  in- 
fluencing the  minds  of  the  masses,  for  teaching  and 
training  and  ennobling  the  grown-up  children,  has  been 
left  in  the  hands  of  the  wicked,  the  unscrupulous  and 
the  mercenary.  Since  the  war  this  terrible  truth  can 
no  longer  be  hidden  even  from  the  most  ignorant.  The 
people  themselves  have  it  in  their  hands  to  kill  and 
exterminate  the  criminal  commercial  press — they  need 
simply  refuse  to  read  it.  And  if  the  hour  brings  the 
man,  he  will  come  in  the  shape  of  a  modern  prophet, 
a  new  Messiah,  to  free  humanity  from  the  curses  and 
the  damnation  inflicted  upon  it  by  the  evil  heritage  of 
the  Northcliffes,  the  Ochses  and  their  fellows  in  infamy 

Oct  22.  1919. 
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TO  SENATOR 
GILBERT  M.  HITCHCOCK 

CHAIRMAN  OF  THE  U.  S.  SENATE  COMMITTEE 
ON  FOREIGN  RELATIONS 


Jjj-^oday,  Sir,  I  took  up  the  lengfthy  verbatim 
mSji  text  of  the  inquisition  of  President  Wilson 
^^'  upon  certain  features  of  the  Treaty  of  Peace 
,wTn  .1^^  as  published  in  the  New  York  Times  of 
August  20th,  1919.  The  discussion  —  if  discussion  is 
the  right  word — took  place  in  the  East  Room  of  the 
White  House  at  10  o'clock  of  August  19th,  under  your 
chairmanship. 

The  more  important  parts  of  this  interlocution  had, 
to  be  sure,  already  been  cabled  to  Europe.  The  answer 
which  Woodrow  Wilson  gave  to  Senator  McCumber 
to  the  effect  that  America  would  have  declared  war 
"even  if  Germany  had  committed  no  act  of  war  or  no 
act  of  injustice  against  our  citizens,"  created  a  great 
stir  in  Germany.  It  served  to  destroy  the  last  rag  of 
illusion  which  the  innumerable  idealists  among  this 
barbarous  race  still  cherished  respecting  the  motives 
of  Woodrow  Wilson  -  illusions  which,  despite  the 
horrible  experiences  it  has  undergone,  it  cannot  willing- 
ly part  with. 

260 


Once  ag^ain  I  felt  that  deep  sense  of  personal  satis- 
faction— which  is  too  closely  related  to  pain  to  be  petty, 
— in  that  I  had  correctly  estimated  the  character  and  the 
calibre  of  Woodrow  Wilson  after  his  deplorable  failures 
during  the  first  six  months  of  the  war.  In  that  time 
he  had  proved  up  to  the  hilt  his  utter  incapacity  for 
acting  up  to  the  ideals  of  the  greater  American  Presi- 
dents. He  proved  himself  incapable  of  the  nobility 
and  political  sagacity  of  a  Washington,  the  open-hearted, 
pure  humanity  and  honesty  of  a  Lincoln,  the  bluff, 
frank  manliness  of  a  Cleveland.  His  interpretation  of 
neutrality  was  a  flout  in  the  face  of  every  thinking 
human  being,  and  the  fact  that  our  people  tolerated 
such  a  rank  abuse  of  the  very  concept  of  neutrality 
will  ever  remain  a  black  reproach  to  their  judgments 
and  their  sense  of  justice. 

Wilson,  the  hyphenated  American  President,  was 
unneutral  to  his  British  backbone.  Self-confessed  by 
his  words  and  self-condemned  by  his  actions,  he  proved 
himself  unworthy  to  be  the  guardian  or  defender  of 
America's  fair  name  among  the  nations.  And  therefore, 
when  he  was  finally  stripped  of  his  white  and  saintly 
raiment  and  his  halo,  and  unmasked  as  a  creature 
impelled  by  blind  fanaticism  on  the  one  hand  and  by 
slavish  submission  to  evil  powers,  financial  and  imperial- 
istic, on  the  other,  I  did  not  feel  that  sense  of  sickening 
disappointment  which  I  felt  when  some  of  our  other 
public  men  turned  renegade  to  truth  and  honour. 

For  my  own  sober  amusement  I  have  created  a  Black 
List  and  a  White  List  of  American  behaviour  during 
the  war—  and  after  it.  There  are  few  names  upon  the 
White  List  and  many  upon  the  Black.  And  yet  I  will 
confess  to  you  the  fact  that  for  the  present  your  name 
remains  among  the  White.    This  is,  of  course,  a  matter 
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of  indifference  to  you,  but  I  am  certain  that  the  reasons 
which  impelled  me  to  this  decision,  cannot  be  in- 
different to  you. 

You  will  not  be  offended.  Senator,  when  I  say  that 
it  is  difficult  to  prophesy  about  politicians.  For  they 
are  subject  to  circumstances  more  than  other  men,  or 
subject  themselves  more  readily  than  other  men.  They 
are  nearly  always  governed  by  expediency  And  yet  I 
believe  that  you,  Sir,  were  largely  governed  by  prin- 
ciple. In  your  rugged  face  there  is  something  that 
reminds  me  of  Abe  Lincoln,  and  in  the  bold,  open 
fearless  eyes,  there  is  none  of  the  cold,  hard  shiftiness 
of  Wilson's.  If  a  Democrat  is  ever  again  going  to  sit 
in  the  Presidential  chair,  I  trust  that  Democrat  will  be 
you.  I  feel,  though  I  cannot  know,  that  you  would  be 
capable  of  greater  and  nobler  deeds,  of  a  closer 
devotion  to  lofty  principles  than  was  Woodrow  Wilson. 

"Let  us  have  peace!"  said  Lincoln,  the  great  American 
President,  after  the  Civil  War. 

"Let  us  have  lunch!"  said  Wilson,  the  little  British 
American,  after  he  had  wound  himself  by  sophistry 
and  casuistry  out  of  the  maze  of  questions  directed 
at  him  by  the  Members  of  your  Committee.  Or — to 
use  his  precise  words: 

"Will  you  gentlemen  not  come  into  lunch  with  me? 
It  will  be  very  delightful." 

During  his  examination  he  had  referred  twice  to  this 
lunch,  as  though  it  were  something  uppermost  in  his 
mind,  as  though,  deep  down  in  his  mind,  there  lurked 
the  idea  that  the  rigours  of  the  senatorial  inquisition 
might  in  some  degree  be  lessened  if  the  inquisitors  were 
conscious  of  the  great  honour  he  had  prepared  for  them — 
luncheon  with  Woodrow  Wilson  at  the  White  House!  The 
potentate  of  America  was  using  his  right  royal  prerogative. 
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It  is  now  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  Senator 
Hitchcock,  that  a  large  party  of  German  landed  pro- 
prietors and  gentry  was  touring  through  the  United 
States.  In  order  that  they  might  have  a  personal  escort 
on  their  special  train  from  Chicago  to  San  Francisco, 
the  Union  Pacific  Railroad  invited  a  few  German- 
speaking  citizens  to  be  their  guests  of  honour.  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  being  among  these.  Everywhere  these 
German  gentlemen -these  Huns,  Barbarians,  Boches 
and  Cannibals  of  the  future, — were  received  with  open 
arms.  Omaha  bestowed  upon  them  the  freedom  of 
the  city,  and  it  was  you.  Senator,  at  that  time  a  young 
and  active  Congressman,  who  delivered  the  speech 
which  bade  them  welcome  on  the  soil  of  Nebraska. 
My  old  diary  is  in  New  York — in  it  is  recorded  the 
exact  date  upon  v/hich  you  held  this  speech.  The 
speech  itself  was  published  in  the  Omaha  Bee  and 
may  therefore  be  looked  up. 

It  would  prove  more  than  interesting.  Senator,  to 
read  over  again  what  you  said  then  about  the  friendship 
between  Germany  and  America,  and  about  the  German 
race  as  a  whole  which  had  done  so  much  in  building 
up  your  state  and  the  whole  West.  I  felt  then  that 
you  spoke  from  your  heart  to  these  Germans  who  were 
making  a  triumphal  tour  through  Nebraska  amidst 
waving  flags,  rousing  music  and  hearty  cheers.  I  felt 
then  that  you  expressed  convictions  which  were  honest 
and  which  were  capable  of  undergoing  a  test.  This 
test  they  underwent  during  the  tidal  wave  of  press- 
begotten  hatred  which  swept  the  land  and  foamed 
against  all  things  German. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  follow  your  speeches  and 
your  actions  during  the  war  as  closely  as  I  should  have 
liked.    But  I  believe  that  you  remained  aloof  from  the 
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gutter -patriotism  that  ran  amok  throughout  the  land, 
I  believe  you  maintained  the  dignity  that  is  inherent 
in  your  character  and  should  be  inherent  in  your 
office — however  this  may  have  been  polluted  by  many, 
perhaps  by  most  of  your  colleagues.  Only  clean  souls 
and  earthquake  and  poison-proof  minds  were  able  to 
withstand  that  avalanche  of  beastliness  that  swept  the 
land  under  the  bidding  of  the  satanic  press.  Only  men 
who  were  free  from  the  besetting  American  sin  of 
moral  cowardice,  men  "who 

.  .  .  Dared  to  be 

In  the  ri^ht  with  two  or  three," 

were  able  to  keep  their  hands  and  their  consciences 
clean  and  remain  true  to  their  principles. 

Our  land  has  drifted  rapidly  downward  in  a  moral 
sense,  ever  since  the  sophistry  of  Woodrow  Wilson 
and  the  powers  behind  him  poisoned  the  souls  of  our 
people.  We  have  been  paid  for  our  degradation  by 
a  false  prosperity,  which  like  all  prosperity  that  is 
built  up  on  the  losses  and  misery  of  others,  will  prove 
a  curse  to  us  and  to  our  children.  We  have  permitted 
ourselves  to  be  made  womanish  and  hysterical  and  to 
be  swayed  like  loose  rags  by  inferior  minds  whose 
profitable  business  it  was  to  breed  hate.  We  have 
permitted  the  whole  vast  machinery  of  our  land  to  be 
organized  in  the  service  of  a  ruthless  imperialistic- 
capitalistic  war  against  a  people  from  whom  we  had 
never  suffered  harm  and  to  whom,  on  the  contraiy, 
we  were  more  indebted  for  benefits  received,  than  to 
any  other.  We  have  broken  with  the  principles  upon 
which  the  safety  and  integrity  of  the  republic  were 
reared,  and  permitted  the  cunning  and  unscrupulous 
diplomacy  of  the  greatest  robber-state  in  the  world  to 
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use  us  for  its  own  ends  and  to  recover  its  power  over 
our  minds  and  our  institutions. 

All  this  has  come  to  pass  because  honour  and 
manhood  stood  cowed  and  impotent  and  allowed  the 
forces  of  evil  to  triumph  -over  freedom,  over  thought 
and  speech  and  the  innate  independence  of  the  Amer- 
ican people.  Brave  and  great-hearted  men  still  lived 
and  worked  among  us — and  among  these  I  believe 
you  are  entitled  to  be  numbered.  It  is  only  such  men 
who  can  save  the  country  by  regenerating  it,  by 
restoring  to  it  peace  and  contentment  and  real  liberty — 
the  precious  things  which  Wilson  destroyed.  It  is  only 
such  men  who  instead  of  seeking  to  suck  the  last  drop 
of  blood  out  of  unfortunate  Europe,  as  it  is  now  the 
plan  of  our  financial  vampires  to  do,  will  extend  to 
this  bleeding  continent  the  hand  of  fellowship,  of  help 
and  sympathy.  For  Europe  is  today  suffering  not  only 
from  the  war  but  from  the  diseases  with  which 
Wilsonism  inoculated  it. 

The  long  grey  columns  of  fine  print  in  the  Times 
report  of  the  senatorial  investigation  will  make  appalling 
reading  for  the  historian,  the  just  historian  of  the  war. 
Here  the  whole  story  lies  revealed,  how  the  fate  of 
nations,  the  Peace  Treaty,  the  celebrated,  now  notorious 
14  points,  the  League  of  Nations,  the  Shantung  Question, 
American  troops  in  Europe  were  manipulated,  juggled, 
distorted,  misinterpreted,  ignored,  falsified,  suppressed 
or  simply  murdered.  There  is  a  kind  of  cold,  dry 
matter-of-factness  in  this  dismal  array  of  question  and 
answer— the  soulless,  inhuman  quality  of  the  lawyer  type 
of  mind.  There  is  careful  qualification  and  evasion,  un- 
redeemed by  any  real,  however  much  formal,  frankness. 
It  is  clear  that  the  Senators  are  still  more  or  less  awed 
by  Wilson  and   the   nimbus  he   had  brought  with  him 
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from  Europe,  in  spite  of  his  hideous  defeat  and  dis- 
grace, and  that  they  are  anxious  not  to  probe  too  deeply 
into  his  motives.  His  new  experience  with  European 
affairs  gives  him  a  decided  advantage  over  his  quest- 
ioners. Their  questions  are  often  naive,  often  avoid 
the  real  issue,  and  are  fearful  of  exposing  the  guilt 
or  treason  of  the  Chief  Executive. 

The  President  as  well  as  the  Senators  are  plainly 
afraid  of  displaying  the  slightest  sentiment  or  opinion 
which  would  lay  them  open  to  the  charge  of  pro- 
Germanism.  They  are  consequently  in  the  position  of 
men  who  are  attempting  to  save  a  patient  whose  head 
has  been  cut  off  by  binding  up  a  sore  on  his  little 
finger.  They  blind  themselves  to  the  moral  atrocities 
contained  in  this  abomination  called  a  Peace  Treaty, 
and  criticize  some  of  its  technicalities.  Not  a  word 
is  said  of  the  abominations  contained  in  this  Peace  of 
Murder,  Enslavement,  Outrage  and  Robbery,  not  a  word 
of  the  famous  14  Points  which  the  Giant  Fraud  had  held 
out  to  a  trusting  and  expectant  humanity.  The  solicitude 
for  the  interests  of  the  United  States  is  justified,  since 
Wilson  had  not  scrupled  to  sacrifice  even  these  in 
order  to  aid  England.  But  it  is  not  justified  without 
at  the  same  time  protesting  against  the  terrible  sabot- 
age of  the  ideals  and  principles  for  which  the  people 
of  the  United  States  were  told  to  sacrifice  their  lives 
and  fortunes.  The  denial  of  the  right  of  self-deter- 
mination, the  boycotting  and  robbery  of  the  German 
democracy,  the  annexation  of  German  soil  and  millions 
of  German  citizens  by  foreign  nations,  the  inhuman 
and  savage  clauses  which  only  a  devilish  and  sadistic 
hate  could  have  devised  against  a  people  which  had 
fought  the  greatest  fight  in  all  human  history — all  these 
things  were  there  to   make   the    blood   of   a   true   and 
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noble-minded  American  boil.  A  Calhoun  would  have 
denounced  them  in  floods  of  fiery  eloquence,  a  Webster 
would  have  thundered  against  them  and  torn  to  a 
thousand  shreds  the  veils  of  sophistry  woven  about 
them  by  the  Guilty  Man.  But  the  great  driving  force  of 
moral  courage  was  in  abeyance,  and  so  there  was  no 
trace  of  divine  moral  indignation,  no  glint  of  the  sword 
of  justice. 

The  whole  long  and  tedious  report  is  dead  and 
barren — a  crackling  of  thorns  under  a  pot.  It  breathes 
legal  and  political  cold-bloodedness,  and  callous 
indifference  to  the  tragedy  enacted  at  Paris  and 
Versailles,  also  a  blind,  almost  stupid  incapacity  to 
realize  the  depths  of  moral  degradation  to  which  the 
occupant  of  the  White  House  had  sunk  himself  and  the 
pledged  honour  of  his  people. 

I  do  not  wish  to  be  unjust.  I  do  not  know  what 
emotions  may  have  surged  through  the  breasts  of  the 
Senatorial  Committee  on  Foreign  Relations  when  the 
man  who  had  been  elected  to  keep  his  country  out 
of  the  war,  shamelessly  showed  his  real  face,  his  real 
hand,  his  real  heart — "for  war  with  Germany  would 
have  come  — no  matter  what  Germany  did  to  keep  out 
of  war  with  America!"  This  monstrous  statement 
apparently  did  not  cause  a  ruffle  of  surprise.  No  gasp 
of  horror,  no  exclamation  of  amazement  or  indignation 
is  recorded  in  the  report  to  save  the  honour  of 
American  statesmanship.  There  is  only  a  silence  that 
seems  to  be  approval  and  which  was  evidently  accepted 
as  such  by  the  Demagogue. 

But  it  is  not  my  purpose  to  analyze  this  cold  and 
inhuman  political,  or  rather  legal,  document.  This 
meeting  seemed  to  me  to  be  like  an  autopsy  held  by 
so  many  coroners  and  undertakers  upon  the  corpse  of 
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Peace,    of    Honour,    of  Truth,    of  Humanity — and    of 

American    manhood.      And    gloating   over  it  all,    like 

some    great    buzzard    or   vulture,    was   the   gaunt  and 

grinning  creature  who  was  once   more    attempting  to 

deceive   the   representatives   of  his   people,   as  he  had 

deceived  the  people  themselves  and  the  whole  world. 

And    when    the    tawdry    farce    was    over,    and    the 

smooth    or    twisted    questions    had    received    equally 

smooth    or    twisted    replies,    we    come    to    the    grand 

peroration  uttered  by  the  High-priest  of  Humanity: 

"Will  you  gentlemen  not  come  into  lunch  with  me?" 

I  think.   Senator  Hitchcock,   you  must  have  lunched 

upon  the  dead  that  day. 

Hamburg,  Sept.  24,  1919. 

A  POSTSCRIPT. 

Since  writing  the  foregoing,  I  have  read  a  copy 
of  the  Magazine  Section  of  the  New  York  Times  of 
October  19th.  In  this  there  is  an  article  headed  "If 
the  Treaty  is  rejected,  what  then?"  This  question  is 
answered  by  Senators  Hitchcock  and  Borah.  Your 
answer,  Sir,  is  such  that  all  the  hopes  I  had  cherished 
in  your  honour  and  manliness  have  been  destroyed  at 
one  blow.  You  are  every  whit  as  bad  as  the  other 
candidates  whose  moral  and  mental  obliquities  have 
forced  me  to  put  them  into  my  Pillory.  You  are  as 
great  a  moral  coward  as  the  herd  of  British  boot- 
lickers, and  so  I  must  to  my  infinite  regret  place  you 
where  you  belong — and  where — all  in  due  time — you 
will  be  placed  by  the  American  People  whose  honour 
and  intelligence  you  rate  so  low. 

You  desire  the  ratification  of  the  horrible  Treaty 
merely  to  make  sure  of  those  $800,000,000  of 
property     belonging     to    German     men     and     women 
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which  a  misgfuided  administration,  under  the  evil  in- 
fluence of  England,  "confiscated" — that  is,  in  plain 
language  — stole.  Such  was  the  reward  paid  to  Ger- 
man capital,  enterprise  and  industry  for  helping  to 
build  up  the  United  States.  The  sum  named  is  in 
itself  a  lie  and  a  fraud,  for  the  value  of  this  German 
property  was  in  reality  far  greater.  I  could  cite 
instances  in  which  the  Custodian  of  Alien  Property — 
that  is,  to  our  shame  —  the  Receiver  of  Stolen 
Goods — sold  out  German  properties  and  possessions 
to  his  friends  or  friends  of  his  friends  —  for  a 
mere  song.  Graft,  we  see,  upon  a  scale  such  as  the 
most  megalomaniac  disciple  of  Boss  Tweed  never 
dreamt  of. 

It  is  not  so  many  years  ago  that  Americans,  hat  in 
hand,  were  going  about  Europe  seeking  capital  for 
investment  in  the  United  States.  But  it  was  not  from 
the  Poles,  Italians,  Russians,  Serbians,  Czecho-Slovaks 
(of  whom  they  had  most  likely  never  even  heard),  nor 
from  the  Roumanians  that  they  received  this  capital.  It 
was  chiefly  from  the  English  and  the  Germans — and  in 
a  lesser  degree  from  the  French,  the  Dutch  and  the 
Belgians.  German  businessmen  felt  that  their  property 
was  absolutely  safe  in  America — they  trusted  to  American 
business  integrity— they  believed  that  America  would 
remain  free  from  entanglements  in  European  wars. 
They  remembered  the  old  Prussian  Treaty  which 
Frederick  the  Great,  the  first  European  monarch  to 
recognize  the  independence  of  the  United  States,  had 
made  with  Washington  — a  treaty  which  guaranteed  the 
absolute  security  of  property  in  both  lands. 

They  have  been  tragically  undeceived — and  never 
again  will  foreign  capital,  not  only  German  capital, 
feel   secure   in   the   United  States.     It   was  John  Bull's 
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plan  to  make  the  United  States  an  accomplice  in  his 
game  of  thievery  and  robbery — in  order  that  the  United 
States  migfht  not  be  held  in  better  commercial  repute 
than  himself  and  his  larcenous 'methods.  Were  you 
anything  of  a  thinker,  had  you  a  spark  of  true  states- 
meanship  to  lighten  up  the  cavern  of  your  political 
turpitude,  a  gleam  of  international  ethics — you  would 
perceive  the  wickedness  of  the  plea  you  put  forth. 
This  plea  is  the  plea  of  Grab  and  Greed.  You  tell 
our  people  that  unless  they  ratify  this  criminal  pact  of 
robbers  and  cut-throats,  they  will  lose  the  many  valuable 
German  patents  which  German  brains  and  German 
genius  had  intrusted  to  our  care — and  which,  purely 
out  of  the  basest  instincts  and  in  violation  of  agreements 
which  should  remain  sacred  despite  all  wars,  we  per- 
mitted the  Englishmen  who  had  control  of  our  govern- 
ment to  steal, — fastening  indelible  infamy  upon  us.  You 
speak  of  claims  which  America  might  have  against 
Germany.  The  direct  damage  Germany  accidentally 
or  incidentally  inflicted  upon  U.  S.  property,  the  German 
government  was  always  honorably  prepared  to  make 
good,  and  did  make  good.  But  what  of  the  claims 
which  Germany  in  all  justice  might  prefer  against 
us?  The  thefts  of  her  patents,  guaranteed  by  U.  S. 
laws,  the  stealing  of  her  wonderful  dyestuffs,  her  ships, 
the  property  of  her  citizens?  All  these  dwindle  into 
insignificance,  however,  against  the  incalculable  damage 
wrought  upon  Germany  and  her  people  through  the 
gigantic  supplies  of  death-dealing  instruments  with 
which  we  supplied  her  enemies  in  our  false 
and  unforgivable  "neutrality,"— through  the  heinous 
hunger  blockade  we  inforced  against  her  at  Wilson's 
bidding — refusing  her  bread  whilst  lavishing  shells 
upon  her  foes.    He  who  cannot  see  the  horrible  iniquity 
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of  all  this,  he  who  would  take  refuge  in  legal  techni- 
calities, as  you  do,  Senator  Hitchcock,  must  be  stigmat- 
ized as  a  moral  lunatic,  a  cretin  in  the  realm  of  ethics. 

You  are  also  for  stealing  and  keeping  the  German 
ships— which  every  decent  American  whose  eyes  have 
finally  been  opened  to  the  crookedness  and  the  crimi- 
nality of  the  war  he  was  lured  into  under  false  pre- 
tenses— feels  must  be  returned  or  paid  for — if  America 
is  to  undo  a  little  of  the  injury  she  inflicted  upon 
Germany  in  her  blindness. 

How  1  seem  to  see  the  slippery  crook,  the  case- 
hardened  grafter,  the  larcenous  attorney  under  that 
apparently  open  and  fearless  senatorial  brow.  A  cheap 
mask — whitewash— caAnou^a^e; — look  into  those  eyes 
and  you  will  see  the  shifty  glitter  of  the  vacillating  man 
of  no  principle,  the  shady  opportunist,  the  political 
condottiero.  No  longer  will  I  allow  myself  to  be 
bluffed  by  the  outer  front  of  such  men  as  you,  for  that 
front  is  of  paste-board,  and  painted  paste-board  at 
that.  Your  nefarious  attempt  to  uphold  the  Wilsonian 
immorality  that  upheld  the  immorality  of  the  Peace 
Treaty  shall  be  charged  up  to  you  to  the  last  scruple. 

As  I  clamp  you  into  this  Pillory,  you  may  smile  at 
what  you  deem  the  impotence  of  my  action.  But  a 
little  later  you  will  see  that  this  action  was  but  a  straw 
to  show  which  way  the  hurricane  will  blow.  Make 
way,  gentlemen  of  my  little  Rogues'  Gallery,  make  way 
for  a  gray-haired  Senator,  Gilbert  M.  Hitchcock  of 
Nebraska,  who  would  bribe  the  American  People  to 
condone  the  Crime  of  the  Ages,  and  bribe  them  with 
stolen  goods, —  make  way  for  the  auctioneer  of  American 
honor.  For,  like  his  master,  the  Senator  is  an  honorable, 
honorable  man. 

Wernigerode,  Harz,  Dec.  16,  1919. 
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TO  GEORGE  HAVEN  PUTNAM, 
PUBLISHER 

A  POLLUTER  OF  AMERICAN  VALUES 

have  today  received  the  Boston  Sunday 
Advertiser  of  Nov.  9,  1919.  The  front 
page  of  this  journal  is  taken  up  by  a 
powerful  article  by  Edward  F.  McSweeny, 
lairman  of  the  Americanisation  Committee  of  the 
Massachusetts  Chamber  of  Commerce.  In  this  a  portion 
of  the  speech  you  held  at  London  on  July  4th,  1917, 
is  republished.  For  this  speech  alone,  if  for  nothing- 
else,  you  deserve  to  be  placed  in  this  Pillory.  You 
are  welcome  and  timely  game  to  me.  For  a  represent- 
ative of  one  of  the  large  American  publishing  houses 
was  still  missing  upon  this  little  private  platform  of 
ignominy  I  had  erected  for  such  as  you.  You  are 
indeed  a  choice  and  excellent  specimen,  with  all  the 
necessary  stigmata  upon  you.  Welcome,  George  Haven 
Putnam,  welcome  home! 

It  is  an  open  question  which  have  done  the  greatest 
harm  to  the  freedom  of  America,  to  the  freedom  of 
speech,  of  thought,  of  the  printed  word,  not  to  mention 
the  freedom  of  the  seas  and  the  freedom  of  the  human 
race — the  pro-British  papers  in  this  country,  or  the  pro- 
British  publishing  houses.    It  is  equally  doubtful  which 
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did  more  for  the  imprisonment,  internment  and  extermin- 
ation of  the  truth. 

I  feel  that  I  must  "do  my  little  bit"  towards  preserv- 
ing your  treasonable  and  abject  words  for  the  enlight- 
enment and  scorn  of  coming  generations  of  Americans, 
in  order  that  they  may  know  how  an  American  could 
throw  back  to  the  mentality  of  a  British  serf  and 
crawl  publicly  before  the  British  boots  whose  impact 
upon  his  nobler  and  posterior  parts  he  was  unable 
to  feel. 

And  it  was  you,  George  Haven  Putnam,  who  were 
one  of  the  most  fanatic  and  shameless  and  cowardly 
baiters  of  German-Americans— it  was  you,  of  all  men, 
who  had  the  gigantic  impudence  to  accuse  us  of 
"disloyalty"  to  our  adopted  countiy,  and  to  cover  us 
with  the  insults  that  dropped  day  after  day  like  saliva 
from  your  senile  jaws.  Well,  it  would  be  futile  to 
grow  indignant  or  rhetorical  over  you.  It  will  suffice 
to  quote  you — to  damn  you  with  your  own  words — in 
the  sight  not  only  of  future  generations  of  Americans 
but  of  this  one.  Indeed,  as  Mr.  MacSweeny  proves, 
you  are  already  caught  and  unmasked  -  here  and  now. 

1  reproduce  the  words  you  uttered  upon  that  day, 
of  all  days,  when  our  country's  birthday  re-occurred 
in  1917 — and  in  London— of  all  cities: 

"The  feelings  and  prejudices  of  Americans  concern- 
ing their  trans-Atlantic  kinsfolk  were  shaped  for  my 
generation  as  for  the  boys  of  every  generation  that 
had  grown  up  since  1775  on  text-books  and  histories 
that  presented  unhistorical,  partisan  and  often  distorted 
views  of  the  history  of  the  first  English  colonies,  of 
the  events  of  the  revolution,  of  the  issues  that  brought 
about  the  war  of  1812  - 15  and  the  grievances  of 
1861  -  65  .  .  .     The   influence   of  the   British  elements 
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in  our  population  have  (sic)  proved  sufficiently  strong  to 
enable  the  English-Americans  to  bring  under  control 
and  to  weld  it  into  a  nation,  that,  in  its  common 
character  and  purposes,  is  English  .  .  .  Textbooks 
are  now  being  prepared  which  will  present  a  juster 
historical  account  of  the  events  of  1775-83,  1812-15 
and  1861  —  65  .  .  .  Americans  of  today  looking  back 
at  the  history  with  a  better  knowledge  of  the  facts 
than  was  possible  for  their  ancestors,  are  prepared  to 
recognize  also  that  their  great-grandfathers  had  treated 
with  serious  injustice  and  with  great  unwisdom  the 
loyalists  of  New  York  and  New  England  who  had  held 
to  the  cause  of  the  crown  .  .  . 

"It  is  in  order  now  to  admit  that  the  loyalists  had  a 
fair  cause  to  defend  and  it  was  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  many  men  of  the  more  conservative  way  of 
thinking  should  have  convinced  themselves  that  the 
cause  of  good  government  for  the  colonies  would  be 
better  served  by  maintaining  the  royal  authority  and 
by  improving  the  royal  methods  than  by  breaking  away 
into   the   all-dubious   possibilities   of  independence   .  .  . 

"I  had  occasion  some  months  back,  when  in  Halifax, 
to  APOLOGIZE  before  the  Great  Canadian  Club  to 
the  descendants  of  some  of  the  men  who  had,  in  1776, 
been  forced  out  of  Boston  through  the  illiberal  policy 
of  my  great-grandfather  and  his  associates  .  .  .  My 
friends  in  Halifax  (and  the  group  included  some  of  my 
cousins)  said  that  the  apology  had  come  a  little  late, 
but  that  they  were  prepared  to  accept  it.  They  were 
more  than  ready  to  meet  half-way  the  Yankee  suggestion. 
During  my  present  sojourn  in  England  1  met  in  one  of 
the  Conservative  clubs  an  old  Tory  acquaintance  who, 
with  characteristic  frankness,  said:  "Major,  I  am  in- 
clined  to   think  it   was    a  good  thing   that  we  did  not 
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break  up  your  republic  in  1861 ;  we  have  need  of  you 
today  in  our  present  undertaking ^ 

There  stand  the  words  that  dropped, — and  surely  by 
the  mere  weight  of  their  shame  they  must  have  dropped 
like  lead— from  your  lips  -words  black,  ignominious, 
unbelievable.  They  are  words  that  must  revolt  the 
soul  of  every  true  American,  as  they  must  have  glad- 
dened the  heart  of  every  Briton  saturated  with  contempt 
for  the  American — and  rejoiced  to  find  that  contempt 
justified  by  a  "loyalty"  which  would  have  been  de- 
grading in  a  sweep. 

I  am  not  among  those  who  would  defend  the  render- 
ing of  history  in  school-books — of  any  nation.  All 
histories  He,  all  are  partisan.  The  French  school-books 
after  1871,  stank  to  heaven  with  virulent  lies  about 
German  atrocities,  as  those  after  1914  have  stunk  to 
heaven.  We  shall  look  in  vain  in  English  histories  for 
the  truth  about  the  Boer  War,  the  American  wars,  or 
any  other  of  England's  innumerable  wars  of  robbery, 
oppression  or  national  murder.  We  shall  not  find  the 
truth  about  the  Mexican  War  in  our  histories,  nor  the 
truth  about  the  American-Spanish  War.  And  where  shall 
we  find  the  truth  about  the  World  War?  Possibly — for 
minds  like  yours— in  the  "Times History  of  the  Great  War?^' 

But  your  attempt  to  falsify  history  is  too  crass  and 
crude.  Your  attempt  to  engraft  royalist,  that  is  British, 
synpathies  upon  American  republicanism  is  too  silly 
and  contemptible  to  arouse  anything  but  derision  even 
among  the  British.  And  the  apology  which  in  flunkeyish 
obsequiousness  you  hastened  to  lay  smoking  hot  before 
the  feet  of  the  Canuck-Britishers,  must  have  rankled 
in  their  nostrils. 

The  old  Tory  and  his  club  to  whom  and  to  which 
you  proudly  refer  in  so  off-hand  a  manner — had  indeed 
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occasion  to  be  frank  as  he,  bull-dog  like,  patted  the 
fawning  little  Boston  spaniel  who  had  come  to  sniff 
about  him.  How  deep  must  have  been  his  aversion 
as  he  contemplated  the  sleek  pseudo-military  degenerate 
offshot  of  a  stout  and  honest  Revolutionary  warrior, 
who  had  not  the  manhood  to  resent,  or  the  perception 
to  perceive,  the  insulting  and  patronizing  reference  to 
Britain's  attempt  to  break  up  the  Republic  in  1861  — or 
his  equally  insulting  reference  to  using  America  as  a 
tool  in  England's  criminal  onslaught  on  Germany. 

Byron  declared  that  Barrabas  was  a  publisher — had 
he  known  you,  he  might  have  declared  that  Judas  was 
also  one.  For  the  peculiar  treason  of  your  utterances 
and  your  attitude  consists  in  this — that  you  were  trying 
to  betray  the  United  States  of  America  of  1917,  which 
is  not  an  English  nation,  and  much  less  an  English 
colony,  but  a  mixed  nation  composed  of  every  possible 
European  stock  and  breed,— that  you  were  attempting 
to  betray  this  composite,  or  of  you  prefer  mongrel 
nation,  upon  the  basis  of  an  English  colony  of  1776! 
That  is  the  criminal  heresy  of  which  you  Anglo-maniacs 
are  guilty — that  is  the  great  betrayal  for  which  you 
shall  be  indicted  by  a  history  which  you  cannot  doctor 
as  easily  as  that  Vv^hich  you  would  doctor  in  our  school- 
books — indicted  as  surely  as  I  indict  you  in  my  ob- 
scure pillory. 

The  Boston  Sunday  Advertiser  has  indeed  the  best 
of  reasons  for  its  great  scare-heads:  "America's  Greatest 
Menace!  Widespread  British  Propaganda  Plot  seeks 
to  De-Americanize  America.  America  Attacked.  Cit- 
izens Must  ^Vake  Up.  Danger  from  Without  a  Peril 
to  Nation.  Insidious  Attack  on  U.  S.,  National  Life 
and  Liberty  Shown.  England's  10,000  Agents  and 
11150,000,000  Planted  Here  a  Greater  Danger  to  Our 
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Future  than  the  Un-Americanized  Alien  Within  our 
Borders.  American  Citizens  are  Most  Dangerous  Anti- 
U.  S.  Factors.  Text  Books  in  Primary  Schools  are 
Beginning  to  Show  Influence  of  English  Wrecking 
Campaign:  United  States  Traditions  are  Polluted  at 
Source." 

You,  George  Haven  Putnam,  are,  by  your  own  con- 
fession one  of  the  polluters  of  the  sources.  You  are  one 
of  those  engaged  in  the  dirty  work  of  whitewashing  the 
crimes  and  atrocities  perpetrated  against  the  Republic 
since  its  foundation  by  the  only  real  and  inalterable 
enemy  that  republic  ever  had.  You  are  engaged  in  the 
still  dirtier,  still  more  dastardly  work  of  blackguarding 
in  obedience  to  your  masters,  foreign  and  domestic, 
the  only  true  and  sincere  friend  our  Republic  ever 
had — despite  all  sentimental  rubbish  about  our  sister- 
republic  France — that  is,  the  German  nation. 

It  is  a  sad  thing  that  such  men  as  you  should  have 
the  power  to  exercise  an  influence  over  the  minds  of 
our  people  by  the  books  you  publish.  But  it  is  more 
than  sad — it  is  abominable  that  a  man  like  you  should 
also  have  the  power  to  influence  and  poison  the  minds 
of  our  young  in  the  one  place  which  before  our  re- 
conquest  by  England,  had  still  been  safe  from  the 
poison  of  the  intellectual  corruptionist — the  public 
schools. 

Into  the  pillory  with  you! 

Wernigerode,  Dec.  16,  1919. 
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TO 
GEORGE  HORACE  LORIMER 

THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "SATURDAY  EVENING 

POST" 

jome  three  kilos  or  more  of  calendered  paper, 
rolled  into  a  formidable  bludgeon,  have  been 
catapulted  into  my  hands  all  the  way  across 
the  American  continent  and  the  Atlantic 
Ocean.  Some  kind  American  friend  in  far-off  Denver 
has  sent  me  three  numbers  of  the  Saturday  Evening 
Post,  and  this  wholesale  shipment  of  paper  has  arrived 
safely  in  charming-  old  Wernigerode.  If  a  few  other 
thoughtful  souls  would  emulate  the  example  of  Mr.  X. 
the  paper  scarcity  in  Germany  would  soon  be  relieved. 
I  congratulate  you  upon  the  increased  quantity  of 
Saturday  Evening  Post.  It  has  grown  much  heavier 
since  I  last  saw  it  in  New  York.  It  has  grown  obese 
with  war-business  and  dropsical  with  advertisements. 
Surely  the  price  at  which  it  is  sold  no  longer  covers 
the  cost  of  the  mere  paper?  It  has  become  a  very  fat  and 
interesting  catalogue  of  goods,  and  it  is  clear  that  the 
advertisers  pay  in  order  that  the  public  may  be  clubbed 
into  a  comatose  condition  every  week  with  thin  slices 
of  "literature"  sandwiched  and  broken-up  between 
great    wallops   of  motor-car,    tobacco,    catsup,    talcum 
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powder  and  house-paint  advertisements.  The  whole 
thing  is  a  curious  symbol  of  our  Kultur,  mechanical, 
extraneous,  purely  sensual,  the  Kultur  of  Capitalism 
running  amok  under  the  guise  of  popular  literature. 
If  I  am  asked  what  is  the  representative  organ  of  our 
poor,  sterile  and  standardized  United  States,  1  reply: 
"The  Saturday  Evening  Post."  The  paper  is  good,  the 
printing  clear,  the  illustrations  are  by  dashing  artists, 
and  the  advertisements  are  often  fascinating.  And  the 
circulation  is  something-  stupendous.  Outwardly  the 
thing  is  first-rate,  and  outwardliness  is  about  all  that 
matters  in  a  materialized  civilization,  especially  one 
the  supreme  ideals  of  which  have  become  the  wife  dc 
luxe  and  the  big  automobile.  As  to  other  and  higher 
values, — well,  one  must  not  expect  too  much  of  the 
Saturday  Evening  Post. 

Yet  often  I  think  what  Poor  Richard  would  say  to 
this  omnium  gatherum  of  ads.  and  bait  for  ad.  victims, 
if  he  could  awake — and  protest  against  the  continued 
use  of  his  good  old  homely  countenance  amidst  this 
riot  of  "pritty  gurls,"  "square-jawed,"  "keen-eyed," 
"resolute"  young  men,  who  always  affect  me  as 
extremely  comic  with  their  camouflage  of  challenging, 
self-concious  "manliness."  I  wonder  what  Ben  Franklin 
would  say  to  the  crude  whooping,  pseudo -Wild -West 
yarns  and  pistol-play  with  which  you  glorify  your  pages? 
The  British  and  German  school-boy  have  grown  veiy 
skeptical  of  the  truth  of  the  Nick  Carter  legend,  but 
with  our  creased-panted,  talcum-powdered  yokels  it  still 
seems  to  go  down  in  slopping  bucketsful. 

In  your  issue  of  November  22nd,  1919,  there  is  an 
article  by  one  George  Pattullo  entitled  "In  Enemy 
Country;"  in  your  issue  of  November  29th  another  by 
one  Isaac  F.  Marcosson,  "Germany  in  Transition."  The 
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same  author  contributes  a  third:  "German  Industry 
from  Within." 

I  have  read  all  three  with  close  attention  and  an 
open  mind,  and  marked  all  passages  conflicting  with 
the  truth,  with  decency,  fair-mindedness  and  good-will. 
The  pages  are  pock-marked  with  notes.  I  have  no 
desire  to  enter  upon  a  tedious,  interminable  discussion 
of  details,  even  though  the  task  of  exploding  these 
swarms  of  falsehoods,  fallacies  and  aspersions  would 
be  an  easy,  almost  mechanical  one. 

Permit  me  to  say,  Mr.  George  Horace  Lorimer,  that 
you  are  not  giving  your  multitudinous  readers  a  truth- 
ful account  of  conditions  in  Germany.  I  do  not  know 
whether  you  are  being  misled  by  the  writers  you  send 
over  here,  but  I  have  a  suspicion  that  they  are  acting 
under  orders  to  hash  up  accounts  which  somehow  fit 
in  with  the  nightmare  Germany  you  and  the  interests 
you  represent  have  been  palming  off  on  the  American 
people  during  the  war.  In  other  words  you  and  your 
writers  are  misleading  the  American  public,  wilfully  and 
perversely.  I  should  like  to  give  you  the  benefit  of 
the  doubt— it  is  possible  that  you  know  no  more  of 
Germany  than  of  Franz  Josef  Land  (in  the  Arctic  Zone); 
yet  your  record  during  the  war  and  the  uses  to  which 
you  put  this  great  instrument  of  popular  enlightenment 
or  stultification,  prove  that  you  have  no  very  high  con- 
ception   of    the   ethical   duties   and  problems  involved. 

How  low  you  rate  the  intelligence  of  your  readers 
is,  for  one  thing,  proved  by  the  valuable  and  inter- 
esting series  of  articles  "Forty  Years  of  a  Diplomat's 
Life,"  by  Baron  Rosen,  former  Ambassador  from  Russia 
to  the  U.  S.  which  appear  in  the  same  issues  as  the 
hodge-podge  of  Marcosson  (Marcussohn?)  and  Pattullo. 
For  the  intelligent  reader,  capable  of  co-ordinating  two 
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opposing  facts  even  when  detached,  will  immediately 
see  that  the  statements  of  this  cultured  and  experienced 
diplomat,  give  the  lie  direct  and  indirect  to  many  of 
the  snap-judgments  flung  about  by  the  rough-and  ready 
roustabout  writers  you  sent  over  to  write  about  this 
intricate  problem  of  Germany. 

If  you  want  the  truth  about  Germany,  you  will  have 
to  find  men  of  a  different  mental  calibre,  and  of  a 
different  character  from  those  upon  whom  you  depend. 
The  first  essential  they  must  possess  is  courage,  not 
mere  brute  courage,  such  as  these  gents  believe  they 
manifest  when  they  boldly  avow  that  they  are  Am- 
ericans in  a  railway  compartment  full  of  curious  and 
good-natured  Germans,  but  that  rarer,  almost  extinct 
"civilian  courage"  which  is  able  to  keep  itself  alive 
and  clean  in  spite  of  editorial  orders  and  the  fear  of 
losing  a  job. 

The  psychology  of  the  reporters  (they  are  little  else) 
you  sent  over  is  grossly  transparent.  They  have  ab- 
sorbed a  bit  of  the  surface  (and  hence  very  deceptive) 
life  of  Germany — chiefly  from  the  viewpoint  of  the 
lobby  or  bar  of  the  Hotel  Adlon.  They  have  crammed 
themselves  with  equally  deceptive  "facts,"  and  the 
problem  that  thereupon  confronts  them  is  this:  "How 
can  we  dish  this  up  and  still  give  Germany  a  kick 
from  behind?"  Their  efforts  to  avoid  the  issue  of 
absolute  frankness  are  extremely  clumsy  and  extremely 
comic.  The  fear  of  being  accused  of  that  most  terrible 
crime,  pro-Germanism,  is  writ  large  over  every  paragraph. 
Hence  every  unwelcome  or  uncomfortable  fact  is  either 
suppressed  or  distorted.  Every  fact  favourable  to 
Germany  is  discounted  by  some  cheap  sneer  or  slur, 
so  that  the  coward  scribe  may  not  offend  the  black 
and  swollen  prejudices  which   five  yejirs  of  inoculation 
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with  British  propaganda  have  engendered  in  our  un- 
fortunate  people. 

It  is  droll  to  see  hov/  these  Jack  the-Slashers  are 
eternally  protesting  their  aversion  to  the  German  people, 
how  they  keep  on  serving  up  all  the  favourite  old  bug- 
a-boos,-German  spies,  German  militarism,  German  prop- 
aganda, which  served  to  frighten  the  naive  and  un- 
travelled  American  during  the  war.  With  what  an  air 
of  hushed  secrecy  they  hint  at  dark  and  sinister  plots! 
With  what  scullion-like  assiduity  they  crawl  before  the 
feet  of  the  French  and  British  Sadists  who  have  imposed 
their  ferocious  peace  upon  Germany!  How  eager  they 
are  to  protest  that  the  punishment  was  well  deserved, 
and  that  Germany  is  cherishing  deep  and  dreadful 
plans  for  revenge — as  would,  of  course,  be  perfectly 
natural  with  such  a  peace  and  such  enemies. 

These  grovellers  among  garbage  retail  every  scrap 
of  gossip  or  hearsay  that  comes  floating  to  them  across 
the  high-ball  glasses  in  the  Adlon  Bar.  Many  of  their 
statements  to  one  who  really  knows  Germany,  are  pure 
fabrications  on  the  very  face  of  them.  It  is  also  curious 
to  observe  how  little  aware  they  seem  to  be  of  the 
caddishness  of  their  conduct  under  certain  circumstances 
— how  disposed  they  are  to  interpret  German  good- 
nature and  German  lack  of  national  pride  as  things 
suspicious  and  sinister.  They  are  treated  well,  even 
received  in  a  friendly  spirit.  They  are  unable  to  under- 
stand this,  and  must  seek  some  base  motive,  and  even 
invent  one  if  it  is  not  to  be  found.  Their  conclusions 
from  given  or  apparent  facts  are  nearly  always  wrong, 
and  would  excite  derision  in  a  Sextaner  schoolboy  here. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  how  much  is  sheer  ignor- 
ance, how  much  incapacity,  cowardice  or  malevolence 
in  this  gallimaufrey  of  "facts'*   and   impressions.    Even 
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where  things  tally  with  actual  conditions,  the  statement 
is  vitiated  by  the  spirit  that  informs  it,  which  is  the 
spirit  of  hatred.  Surface  phenomena  in  a  time  such 
as  this  count  for  Httle.  No  man  is  capable  of  fathoming 
the  real  inwardness  of  present-day  Germany  who  does 
not  come  to  Germany  with  his  mind  cleansed  of  all 
the  war-filth  that  has  been  pumped  into  it  by  the 
Entente  manipulators  of  our  mentality  during  the  war. 
No  man  can  gather  the  truth  here  and  give  it  to  the 
American  people  unless  he  is  strong  enough  to  write 
counter  to  heresies  and  superstitions  about  Germany — 
unless  he  love  the  truth,  have  the  capacity  of  recognizing 
it  and  the  courage  of  uttering  it.  In  its  good  and 
bad  aspects  life  in  Germany  today  is  far  too  complic- 
ated a  thing  to  be  judged  by  mere  externals.  The 
man  who  is  not  able  to  pierce  below  these,  into  the 
rich  and  deep  spiritual  and  artistic  life  of  the  nation, 
had  better  remain  at  home  and  report  police-court  trials. 
Of  the  two  Pattullo  is  the  worse,  and  the  more 
spiteful.  He  goes  plunging  and  blundering  among 
phenomena  of  which  he  has  not  the  slightest  conception. 
I  often  wonder  at  the  impudence  of  American  writers 
who  venture  to  come  to  Germany  to  write  about  the 
land  and  people  without  understanding  a  word  of  the 
language  or  the  history  of  Germany — or  at  the  folly 
of  the  editors  who  send  them.  Marcossan,  as  he  is 
frequently  proud  to  confess,  understands  German,  and 
his  articles  are  consequently  upon  a  higher  level  than 
those  of  the  Italian-American  writer  Pattullo.  Both  are 
stricken  with  a  very  funny  kind  of  vanity,  partly  that 
of  the  writer  out  for  "scoops"  and  sensations,  partly 
that  of  the  Yankee  bent  upon  discovery,  and  moving 
superciliously  among  people  whom  he  regards  as  in- 
ferior foreigners,  though  they  are  usually  his  intellectual 
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superiors.  This  is  the  national  conceit  of  which  we 
must  be  cured  before  we  can  command  any  rank  as  a 
cultured  nation. 

From  an  American  military  friend  in  Berlin  I  hear 
that  another  of  your  blithe  and  bounding  emissaries 
has  landed  at  the  Adion  to  "write  up"  Germany,  a 
certain  Mr.  Will  Irwin,  who  is  equipped  with  the  first 
indispensable  qualification  for  an  American  special 
writer  upon  Germany — a  complete  ignorance  of  the  lang- 
uage. Irwin,  I  hear,  is  still  in  the  most  primordial  stage 
of  misconceptions  and  ignorance  regarding  Germany, 
looks  upon  Woodrow  Wilson  as  Woodrow  Wilson 
looked  upon  himself,  and  has  a  bad  record  of  Entente- 
booming  and  puffery  during  the  war.  As  a  hireling 
of  the  notorious  Creel,  he  even  ventured  to  slander 
noble  Sir  Roger  Casement.  Irwin  too,  will,  no  doubt 
follow  out  the  program  laid  down  for  him  and  serve 
the  readers  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Post  merely  with 
what  the  hidden  powers  behind  it  think  fit  for  the 
great  mob  to  feed  upon.  These  tools,  mercenaries  and 
mountebanks  of  the  capitalistic  press  are  really  the 
most  sinister  enemies  of  the  people,  for  without  them 
the  whole  gigantic  apparatus  of  stultification  would  be 
dumb,  and  therefore  impotent. 

In  your  editorial  of  Nov.  29  th,  Mr.  Lorimer,  entitled 
"Joyriding  and  Jojovalking"  you  conclude  thus:  "They 
(popular  errors  and  evils)  can  only  be  killed  by  the 
Truth!"  So  you  too  appreciate  and  appeal  to  the 
truth?  Well,  why  not  then  let  the  American  people 
have  the  truth  about  Germany?  Your  huge  weekly 
might  at  first  lose  a  few  subscribers  or  advertisers,  but 
the  American  people,  the  cause  of  Liberty-Enlightening- 
the-World  (her  torch  is  out  and  stinks  at  present)  and 
the  Saturday  Evening  Post  too,  would  be  the  gainers. 
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If  American  leaders  and  American  papers  were  honest, 
there   would  be  no  danger  of  Bolshevism  in   America. 

The  cartoon  "Joywalking"  in  illustration  of  your, 
editorial,  has  its  points.  But  if  the  artist  had  added 
to  the  three  racing  cars  bearing  down  upon  the  star- 
gazing little  American  bourgeois,  and  labelled  "Profi- 
teers," "Parlor  Bolsheviki"  and  "Syndicalistic  Strikes," 
two  more  labelled  "Poison  Press"  and  "Frenzied 
Finance,"  you  and  he  and  the  millions  of  Saturday 
Evening  Post  readers  would  have  come  a  little  nearer  to 
the  truth.  Now  this  hiding  of  the  truth  makes  us  wonder 
whether  the  last-named  sharks  and  pests  are  all  seated 
in  the  profiteer's  chariot.  Yes,  if  the  "joywalking" 
American  people  had  paid  a  little  more  attention  to  the 
path  they  were  led  into  by  their  false  guides,  their  presi- 
dent, their  corrupted  press — among  which  the  S.E.P. 
bears  a  great  share  of  guilt — they  would  never  have  been 
run  over  by  the  Juggernaut  of  war  and  all  that  came 
afterwards.  We  are  now  able  to  see  to  what  Mammonism, 
Flag-Fetichism  and  Anglomania  have  brought  us. 

But  I  must  now  come  to  the  real  purpose  of  this 
letter — immediately  suggested  to  me  when  I  read  the 
garbelled  and  distorted  stuff  which  has  been  appearing 
in  your  weekly  as  news  from  Germany.  I  believe  that 
my  intimate  knowledge  both  of  American  and  German 
conditions,  the  result  of  long  residence  in  both  lands, 
as  well  as  of  close  study,  and  my  desire  to  bring 
about  a  better  understanding  between  both  nations, 
warrant  me  in  making  the  following  offer.  I  am  willing 
to  supply  you  wtih  a  series  of  articles  upon  Germany, 
the  subjects  to  be  chosen  by  yourself.  They  will  be 
written  by  Americans,  if  you  prefer,  and  Americans 
thoroughly  conversant  with  conditions,  or  by  leading. 
German  experts  and  authorities.     Their  names  will  be 
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submitted  to  you.  The  articles  may  appear  under  their 
names,  or,  if  you  prefer,  anonymously.  They  will  be  free  of 
the  shoddy  superficiality,  the  spite  and  mental  dishonesty 
of  the  PattuUos  and  the  Marcossons.  They  will  be  a  credit 
to  your  weekly  and  of  decided  benefit  to  your  readers. 

It  is  likely  that  you  will  feel  disposed  to  smile  at 
this  amateur  idea  of  mine.  That  does  not  prevent  its 
being  a  fruitful  and  useful  idea.  And  when  I  tell  you 
that  I  am  willing  to  reimburse  the  writers  of  these 
articles  out  of  my  own  pockets,  you  will  perhaps  feel 
disposed  to  scent  or  even  shout:  "German  propaganda!" 
But  I  am  quite  hardened  to  that  cry,  which  is  a  stupid 
and  wicked  one.  If  you  desire  personal  references, 
Mr.  John  Wanamaker  of  your  city  or  Mr.  Stanley  Field 
of  Chicago  know  me  well  enough  to  enlighten  you. 

The  three  and  a  half  kilos  of  Saturday  Evening  Post 
were  sent  to  me  by  a  prominent  citizen  of  Denver, 
who  asked  me  to  write  him  the  truth,  knowing  that  I 
have  first-hand  information  with  regard  to  German 
affairs.  That  this  leading  American  should  ask  this  of 
me,  proves  that  for  one  thing  America  is  awaking  from 
its  hallucinations  and  delirium  and  secondly  that  the 
Saturday  Evening  Post  is  suspect. 

I  hope,  but  I  do  not  believe,  that  you  will  open  your 
columns  to  my  writers.  You  and  the  immense  institut- 
ion you  control  are  perhaps  too  deeply  entangled  in 
the  coils  of  the  system  to  be  able  to  free  yourselves. 
The  great  pity  of  it  is  that  the  American  people  are 
also  fettered  by  the  same  mental  bondage, — and  that 
they  do  not  as  yet  perceive  it.  I  do  not  know  whether 
you  will  answer  this  letter,  which  is  to  go  to  you 
privately.  At  all  events,  I  reserve  to  myself  the  right 
of  making  it  public  in  the  pubHc  interest. 

Wernigerode,  Harz,  Jan.   1920. 
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